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AIR. 



Daughter of Pason, queen of eveiy joy, 
Hygeia ^ ; whose indulgent smile sustains 
The various race luxuriant Nature pours. 
And ou the immortal essences bestows 
Immortal youth ; auspicious, O descend ! 
Thou cheerful guardian of the rolling year. 
Whether thou wantonest on the western gale. 
Or shakest the rigid pinions of the north, 
Diffusest life and idgour through the tracts 
Of air, through earth, and ocean's deep domain. 
When through the blue serenity of heaven 
Thy power approaches, all the wasteful host 
Of Pain and Sickness, squalid and deform'd, 

1 Hygeia, the godden of health, was, according to the 
genealogy of the heathen deities, the daughter of £scula- 
pius s who, as well as Apollo, was distinguished by the name 
of PsMm. 



10 ASMSTROMO. 

Ck>nfonDded sink into the loathsome gloom. 
Where, io deep Erebus involved, the fiends 
Grow more profane. Whatever shapes of death. 
Shook from the hideous chambers of the globe. 
Swarm through the shuddering ur; whatever 

plagues 
Or meagre famine breeds, or with slow wings 
Rise from the putrid watery element, 
The damp waste forest, motionless and rank. 
That smothers earth and all the breathless windss 
Or the idle carnage of the inhuman field ; 
Whatever baneful breathes the rotten south ; 
Whatever ills the extremes or sudden change 
Of cold and hot, or moist and dry produce ; 
They fly thy pure effulgence : they, and all 
The secret poisons of avenging Heaven, 
And all the pale tribes halting in the trsun 
Of Vice and heedless Pleasure : or if aught 
The comet's glare amid the burning sky. 
Mournful eclipse, or planets ill-combined. 
Portend disastrous to the vital world ; 
Thy salutary power averts their rage. 
Averts the general bane : and but for thee 
Nature would sicken. Nature soon would die. 

Without thy cheeiful active energy 
No rapture swells the breast, no poet sings. 
No more the maids of Helicon deJight. 
Come then with me, O goddess, heavenly gay ! 
Begin the song ; and let it sweetly flow. 
And let it wisely teach thy wholesome laws : 
' How best the fickle fabric to support 
Of mortal man ; in healthful body how 
A healthful mind the longest to maintsun.' 
Tis hard, in such a strife of rules, to choose 
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The best, and those of most extensive use; 
Harder, in dear and animated song. 
Dry philosophic precepts to convey. 
Yet with thy sdd the secret wilds I trace 
Of Nature, and with daring steps proceed 
Through paths the Muses never trod hefore. 

Nor should 1 wander doubtful of my way. 
Had I the lights of that sagacious mind 
Which taught to check the pestilential fire. 
And quell the deadly Python of the Nile. 
O thou beloved by sdl the graceful arts. 
Thou long the favourite of the healing powers. 
Indulge, O Mead! a wdl-design'd essay, 
Howe'er imperfect : and pernut that I 
My little linowledge with my country share. 
Till you the rich Asclepian stores unlock, 
And with new graces dignify the theme. 

Ye who amid this feverish world would wear 
A body free of pain, of cares a mind ; 
Fly the rank dty, shun its turbid air ; 
Breathe not the chaos of eternal smoke 
And volatile corruption, from the dead. 
The dying, sickening, and the living world 
Exhaled, to sully heaven's transparent dome 
With dim mortality. It is not air 
That from a thousand lungs reeks back to thine, 
Sated with exhalations rank and fell. 
Hie spoil of dunghills, and the putrid thaw 
Of Nature ; when from shape and texture she 
Relapses into fighting elements : 
It is not air, but floats a nauseous mass 
Of all obscene, corrupt, offensive things. 
Much moisture hurts ; but here a sordid bath. 
With oily rancour fraught, relaxes more 
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The solid frame than simple moisture can. 

Besides, immured in many a snllcn bay 

That never felt the freshness of the breeze. 

This slumbering deep remains, and ranker grows 

With sickly rest : and (though the lungs abhor 

To drink the dun fuliginous abyss) 

Did not the acid vigour of the mine, 

RoU'd from so many thundering chimneys, tame 

The putrid steams that overswarm the sky ; 

This caustic venom would perhaps corrode 

Those tender cells that draw the vital air. 

In vain with all the unctuous rills bedew'd ; 

Or by the drunken venous tubes, that yawn 

In countless pores o'er all the pervious skin 

Imbibed, would poison the balsamic blood. 

And rouse the heart to every fever's rage. 

While yet you breathe, away ; the rural wilds 

Invite ; the mountains call you, and the vales ; 

The woods, the streams, and each ambrosial bret'zr 

That fans the ever-undulating sky : 

A kindly sky ! whose fostering power regales 

Man, beast, and all the vegetable reijm. 

Find then some woodland scene where Nature 

smiles 
Benign, where all her honest children thrive. 
To us there wants not many a happy seat ! 
Look round the smiling land, such numbers rise 
We hardly fix, bewilder'd in our choice. 
See where enthroned in adamantine state, 
Proud of her bards, imperial Windsor sits ; 
Where choose thy seat, in some aspiring grove 
Fast by the slowly-winding Thames ; or where 
Broader she laves fair Richmond's green reti-eats, 
(Richmond that sees an hundred villas rise 
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Rnral or gay). O ! fit)m the summer's rage, 
O ! wrap me in the friendly gioom that hides 
Umbrageons Ham ! — Bnt if the busy town . 
Attract thee still to toil for power or gold. 
Sweetly thoa mayst thy vacant hours possess 
In Hampstead, courted by the western wind ; 
Or Greenwich, waving o'er the winding flood ; 
Or lose the world amid the sylvan wilds 
Of Dulwich, yet by barbarous arts unspoil'd. 
Green rise tiie Kentish hills in cheerful air ; 
But on the marshy plains that Lincoln spreads 
Build not, nor rest too long thy wandering feet. 
For on a rustic throne of dewy turf, . 

With baneful fogs her aching temples bound. 
Quart ana there presides ; a meagre fiend 
Begot by Eurus, when his brutal force 
Compress'd the slothful Ntuad of the Fens. 
From such a mixture sprung, this fitful pest 
With feverish blasts subdues the sickening land : 
Cold tremors come, with mighty love ofrest. 
Convulsive yawnings, lassitude, and pains 
That sting the burden'd brows, fntigue the loins. 
And rack the joints, and every torpid limb ; 
Then parching heat succeeds, till copious sweats 
O'erflow ; a short relief from former ills. 
Beneath repeated shocks the wretches pine ; 
The vigour sinks, tlie habit melts away ; 
The cheerful, pure, and animated bloom 
Dies from the face, with squalid atrophy 
Devour'd, in saUow melancholy dad.* 
And oft the sorceress, in her sated wrath. 
Resigns them to the furies of her train ; 

c 
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The bloated Hydrops^ and the yellow ^ fiend 
Tinged with her own accumulated gall. 

In quest of sites, avoid the mournful plain 
Where osiers thrive, and trees that love the lake $ 
Where many lazy muddy rivers flow : 
Nor for the wealth that all the Indies roll 
Fix near the marshy margin of the midn. 
For from the humid soil and watery reign 
Eternal vapours rise ; the spongy aii* 
For ever weeps : or, turgid with the weight 
Of waters, pours a sounding deluge down. 
Skies such as these let every mbrtal shun 
Who dreads the dropsy, palsy, or the gout. 
Tertian, corrosive scurvy, or moist catarrh ; 
Or any other injury that grows 
From raw-spun fibres idle and unstrung. 
Skin ill-perspiring, and the purple flood 
In languid eddies loitering into phlegm. 

Yet not alone from humid skies we pine ; 
For air may be too dry. The subtle heaven. 
That winnows into dust the blasted downs, 
Bare and extended wide without a stream. 
Too fost imbibes the attenuated lymph 
Which, by the surface, from the blood exhales. 
The lungs grow rigid, and with toil essay 
Their flexible vibrations ; or, inflamed. 
Their tender ever-moving structure thaws. 
SpoiPd of its limpid vehicle, the blood 
A mass of lees remuns, a drossy tide 
That slow as Lethe wanders through the veins ; 
Unactive in the services of life. 
Unfit to lead its pitchy current through 

* Jaundice. 
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The secret mazy dumnels of the braio. 
The melanchc^ fiend (that wont despair 
Of phync) hence the rost-complezion'd man 
Pnrsoesy whose blood is dry, whose fibres gain 
Too stretched a tone ; and hence, m climes adust, 
So sodden tanmlts sdze the trembling nerves. 
And burning fevers glow with doaUe rage. 

Fly, if yon can, these violent extremes 
Of ^ ; the wholesome is nor moist nor dry. 
Bnt as the power of choosing is denied 
To half mankind, a farther task ensues ; 
How best to mitigate these fell extremes. 
How breathe unhurt the withering element. 
Or hazy atmosphere; though custom moulds 
To every cUme the soft Promethean day ; 
And he who first the fogs of Essex breathed 
(So kind is native air) may in the fens 
Of Essex from inveterate ills revive 
At pure M ontpelier or Bermuda caught. 
Bnt if the raw and oozy heaven oflknd. 
Correct the soil, and dry the sources up 
Of watery exhalation ; wide and deep 
Condnct yonr trenches through the quaking bog ; 
Solicitous, with all your winding arts. 
Betray the nnwilling lake into the stream ; 
And weed the forest, and invoke the winds 
To break the toils where strangled vapours lie ; 
Or through the thickets send the crackling fiames. 
Meantime at home with cheerful fires dispel 
The humid air : and let your table smoke 
With solid roast or baked; or what the herds 
Of tamer breed supply ; or what the wilds 
^^Id to the toilsome pleasures of the chase. 
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Generous your wine^ the boast of ripening years ; 

But frugal be your cups : the languid frame. 

Vapid and sunk from yesterday's debauch » 

Shrinks from the cold embrace of watery heavens. 

Bnt neither these nor all Apollo's arts 

Disarm the dangers of the dropping sky, 

Unless with exercise and manly toil 

You brace your nerves, and spur the lagging blood. 

The fattening clime let all the sons of ease 

Avoid ; if indolence would wish to live. 

Go, yawn and loiter out the long slow year 

In fairer skies. If droughty regions parch 

The skin and lungs, and bake the thickening blood ; 

Peep in the waving forest choose your seat. 

Where fuming trees refresh the thirsty air ; 

And wake the fountains fromjtheir secret beds. 

And into lakes dilate their rapid stream. 

Here spread your gardens wide ; and let the cool. 

The moist relanng vegetable store. 

Prevail in each repast. Your food supplied 

By bleeding life, be gently* wasted down. 

By soft decoction and a mellowing heat. 

To liquid balm ; or, if the solid mass 

You choose, tormented in the boiling wave; 

That through the thirsty channels of the bipod 

A smooth diluted chyle may ever flow. 

The fragrant dairy, from its cool recess. 

Its nectar add or benign vnll pour 

To drown your thirst ; or let the mantling bowl 

Of keen sherbet the fickle taste rdieve. 

For with the viscous blood the simple stream 

Will hardly mingle ; and fermented cup3 

Oft dissipate more moisture than they give. 
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Yet when pale seasons rise, or Winter rolls 
His horrors o'er the world, thoa mayst indulge 
In feast more genial, and impatient broach 
The mellow cask. Then too the scourging air 
Provokes. to. keener toils than sultry droughts 
AUow. But rarely we such skies blaspheme. 
Steep'd in continual rains, or with raw fogs 
Bedew'd, our seasons droop : incumbent still 
A ponderous heaven o'erwhelms' the sinking soul. 
Labouring with storms in heapy mountains rise 
The embattled clouds, as if the Stygian shades 
Had left the dungeon of eternal night. 
Till black with thunder all the South descends. 
Scarce in a showerless day the heavens indulge 
Our melting dime ; except the baleful East 
Withers the tender Spring, and sourly checks 
Hie fEUicy of the year. Our fathers talk 
Of summers, balmy airs, and skies serene. 
Good Heaven ! for what unexpiated crimes 
This dismal change ! The brooding elements, 
Do they, your powerfol ministers of wrath, 
Prepare some fierce exterminating plague ? 
Or is it fix'd in the decrees above 
That lofty Albion melt into the main ? 
Indulgent Nature ! O dissolve this gloom ! 
Bind in eternal adamant the winds 
That drown or wither ; give the genial West 
To breathe, and in its turn the sprightly North : 
And may once more the circling seasons rule 
The year ; not mix in every monstrous day. 

Meantime, the moist msdignity to shun 
Of burden'd skies ; mark where the dry champaign 
Swells into cheerfUl hills ; where marjoram 

c3 
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And thyme, the love of bees, perfume the air; 
And where the cynorrhodon s with the rose 
For fragrance vies \ for in the thirsty soil 
Most fragrant breathe the aromatic tribes. 
There bid thy roofs high on the basking steep 
Ascend, there light thy hospitable fires. 
And let them see the winter-mom arise, 
The summer-evening blushing in the west; 
While with umbrageous oaks the ridge behind 
O'erhuug, defends you from the blustering North, 
And bleak affliction of the peevish E^t. 
O ! when the growling winds contend, and all 
The sounding forest fluctuates in the storm ; 
To sink in warm repose, and hear the din 
Howl o'er the steady battlements, delights 
Above the luxury of vulgar «leep. 
The murmuring rivulet, and the hoarser sthdn 
Of waters rushing o'er the slippery rocks. 
Will nightly lull you to ambrosial rest. 
To please the fancy is no trifling good. 
Where health is studied ; for whatever moves 
The mind vnth calm delight, promotes the just 
And natural movements of the harmonious frame. 
Besides, the sportive brook for ever shakes 
The ti*embling aur, that floats from hill to hiU, 
From vale to mountain, with incessant change 
T)f purest element, refreshing still 
Your airy seat, and uninfected gods. 
Chiefly for this I praise the man who builds 
High on the breezy ridge, whose lofty sides 



> The wild rose, or that which grow8 on the cominon 
brier. 
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The ethereal deep with endless billows chafes. 
His parer oaansion nor contagious years 
Shall readi, nor deadly putrid airs annoy. 

But may no fogs, from lake or fenny plain. 
Involve my hill ! ^nd wheresoever you build. 
Whether on suu-bunit Epsom, or the plains 
Wash'd by the silent Lee ; in Chelsea iow. 
Or high Blackfaeath with wintry winds assml'd ; 
Dry be your house : but airy more than wann. 
Else every breath of ruder wind will strike 
Your tender body through with rapid pains ; 
Fierce coughs will tease you, hoarseness bind your 

voice. 
Or moist Gravedo 4 load your aching brows. 
These to defy, and all the fates that dwell 
In cloister'd air tainted with steaming life. 
Let lofty ceilings grace your ample rooms ; 
Aud still at azure noontide may your dome 
At every window drink the liquid sky. 

Need we the sunny situation here, 
And theatres open to the south, commend ? 
Here, where the morning's misty breath infests 
More than the toriid noon ? How sickly grow. 
How pale, the plants in those ill-fated vales 
ITiat, circled round with the gigantic heap 
Of mountsuns, never felt, nor ever hope 
To feel, the genial vigour of the sun ! 
While on the neighbouring hill the rose inflames 
The verdant spring ; in virgin beauty blows 
The tender lily, languislungly sweet ; 
O'er every hedge the wanton woodbine roves. 
And autumn ripens in the summer's ray. 
Nor less the warmer living tribes demand 
4 Popularly called a cold. 
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The fostering suu, whose energy dinne 
Dwells not in mortal fire ; whose generous heat 
Glows through the mass of grosser elements. 
And kindles into life the ponderous spheres. 
Cheer'd by thy kind invigorating warmth. 
We court thy beams, great msgesty of day ! 
If not the soul, the regent of this world. 
First-born of heayen, and only less than God ! 
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DIET 

£nouoii of air. A desert subject uow. 
Rougher and wilder, rises to my sight. 
A barren waste, where not a garland grows 
To bind the Muse's brow ; not ev'n a proud 
Stupendous solitude frowns o'er the heath, 
To rouse a noble horror in tlie soul : 
But rugged paths fatigue, and ei-ror leads 
Through endless lab3rrinths the devious feet. 
Farewell, ethereal fields ! the humbler arts 
Of life ; the table and the homely gods 
Demand my song. Elysian gales, adieu ! 

The blood, the fountain whence the spirits flow, 
The generous stream that waters every part. 
And motion, vigour, and warm life conveys 
To every particle that moves or Uves ; 
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This vital fluid, through unnnmher'd tubes 

Pour'd by the heart, and to the heart again • 

Refunded • scourged for ever round and round ; 

Enraged with heat and toil, at last forgets 

Its balmy nature ; virulent and thin 

It grows ; and now^ but that a thousand gates 

Are open to. its flight, it would destroy 

The parts it cherish'd and repair'd before. 

Besides, the flexible and tender tubes. 

Melt in the mildest most nectareous tide 

That ripening Nature rolls ; as in the stream 

Its crumbling banks ; but what the vital force 

Of plastic fluids hourly batters down. 

That very force those plastic particles 

Rebuild : so mutable the state of man. 

For this the watchful appetite was g^ven. 

Daily with fresh materials to repair 

This unavoidable expense of life, 

This necessary waste of flesh and blood. 

Hence the concoctive powers, with various art, 

Subdue the cruder aliments to chyle ; 

The chyle to blood : the foamy pui*ple tide 

To liquors, which through finer arteries 

To different parts their winding course pursue ; 

To try new changes, and new forms put on. 

Or for the public, or some private use. 

Nothing so foreign but the athletic hind 
Can labour into blood. The hungry meal 
Alone he fears, or aliments too thin ; 
By violent powers too easily subdued. 
Too soon expelPd. His daily labour thaws. 
To friendly chyle, the most rebellious mass 
That salt can harden, or the smoke of yeara ; 
Nor does his gorge the luscious bacon rue. 
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Nor that which Cestria ^ sends, tenacious paste 
Of solid milk.- But ye of softer clay. 
Infirm and delicate ! and ye who waste 
¥/lth pale and bloated sloth the tedious day ! 
Avoid the stubborn aliment, avoid 
The full repast ; and let sagacious age 
Grow wiser, lesson'd by the dropping teeth. 

Half subtilized to chyle, the liquid food 
Beadiest obeys the assimilating powers ; 
And soon the tender vegetable mass 
Belents ; and soon the young of those that tread 
Hie stedfiEist earth, or cleave the green abyss. 
Or pathless sky. And if the steer must foil. 
In youth and sanguine vigour let him die ; 
Nor stay till rigid age, or heavy suls. 
Absolve him ill-requited from the yoke. 
Some with high forage, and luxuriant ease. 
Indulge the veteran ox ; but wiser thou. 
From the bald mountain or the barren dowiM, 
Expect the flocks by frugal nature fed ; 
A race of purer blood, with exercise 
Befined and scanty fare : for, old or young. 
Hie stall'd are never healthy; nor the cramm'd. 
Not all the culinary arts can tame 
To wholesome food the abominable growth 
Of rest and gluttony ; the prudent taste 
B^ects, like bane, such loathsome lusdousness. 
Hie languid stomach curses even the pure 
Delicious fat, and aU the race of oil : 
For more the oily aliments relax 
Its feeble tone ; and with the eager lymph 
(Fond to incorporate with all it meets) 

t Chetter; used appamtty for Che$hir€ by the poeU 
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Coyly they mix, and shun with slippery wiles 

Tlie woo'd embrace. The irresolable oil. 

So gentle late and blandishing, in floods 

Of rancid bile o*erflows : what tumults hence. 

What horrors rise, were nauseous to relate. 

Choose leaner viands, ye whose jovial make 

Too fast the gummy nutriment imbit>es : 

Choose sober meals ; and rouse to active life 

Your cumbrous clay ; nor on the enfeebling down. 

Irresolute, protract the morning hours. 

But let the man whose bones are thinly clad. 

With cheerful ease and succulent repast 

Improve his habit if he can ; for each 

Extreme departs from perfect sanity. 

I could relate what table this demands. 
Or that complexion >; what the various powers 
Of various foods : but fifty years Would roll. 
And fifty more, before the tale were done. 
Besides there often lurks some nameless, strange. 
Peculiar thing ; nor on the skin display* d. 
Felt in the pulse^ nor in the habit seen ; 
Which finds a poison in the food that most 
The temperature affects. There are, whose blood 
Impetuous rages through the tui^ veins. 
Who better bear the fiery fruits of Ind, 
Than the moist melon, or pale cucumber. 
Of chiUy nature others fly the board 
Supplied with slaughter, and the vernal powers 
For cooler, kinder sustenance, in^plore. 
Some ev'n the generous nutriment detest 
Which, in the shell, the sleeping embryo rears. 
Some, more unhappy still, repent the gifts 
Of Fades ; soft, delicious, and benign : 
The balmy quintessence of every flower. 
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And every gratefol herb that decks the spring ; 
The fostering dew of tender sprouting life ; 
The best refection of declining age ; 
The kind restorative of those who lie 
Half dead and panting, from the doubtful strife 
Of nature struggling in the grasp of death. 
Try all the bounties of this fertile globe^ 
There is not such a salutary food 
As suits with every stomach. But (except. 
Amid the mingled mass of fish and fowl. 
And boil'd and baked, you hesitate by which 
You sunk oppress*d, or whether not by all) 
Taught by experience soon you may discern 
What pleases, what offends. Avoid the cates 
That lull the sicken'd ap{)etite too long ; 
Or heave with feverish flushings "all the face. 
Burn in the palms, and parch the roughening tongue ; 
Or much diminish or too much increase 
The expense, which Nature's wise economy. 
Without or waste or avarice, m^ntains* 
Such cates abjured,- let prowling hunger loose. 
And bid the curious palate roam at will; 
They scarce can err amid the various stores 
That burst the teeming entrails of the world. 

Led by sagacious taste, the ruthless king 
Of beasts on blood and slaughter only lives ; 
The tiger, form'd alike to cruel meals. 
Would at the manger starve ; of milder seeds. 
The generous horse to herbage and to grain 
Confines his wish ; though fabling Greece resound 
The Thracian steeds, with human carnage wild. 
Prompted by instinct's never-erring power. 
Each creature knows its proper aliment ; 
But man, the inhabitant of every dime, 
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With nil tlir rtnninoiicnt of Nature feeds. 
tltrH*t(*(1, iKMiiulpd, by thin power within, 
'ni(>tr f tuvliurR Are well-aitn*d : voluptuous man 
In liv Mii)inrittr fneultios misled ; 
MI«(hI rH»iii ptoAnnre ev'u \n quest of joy. 
ANtMl with NnturrV iHKins, what thousands seek, 
Willi (\\n\wn torlurrd (torn their native taste. 
And iiimt variety, to Ppur beyond 
ItR winci* \tttt I tie Jaded appetite ! 
U ihiA Am pli^RdUir P licarn a juster taste ; 
And know, tlmt tetiitierance is true luxury. 
ih in i( piidi* P t*ursur some nobler aim, 
tllKHitHS your parnsltrs, wtio praise for hire; 
Atid Mini Itit* Aiir esterin of honest men, 
Wtiont* itmist* is Oititr. Korm*d of such clay as yours, 
Hit* sli'k, Hit* iiiHHly. shi>Tr at wur gates; 
ftt'ii modwt want limy idess your hand unseen, 
11iitiifiii hiishMi til patient wretchedness at home. 
ts ttiMt* no vtrfftn, graced with e\*ery charm 
Hnf ttial wtitcti tdnds the mercenary vow? 
No rouHi of itetitits, whose neglected bloom 
thifiister*d sickens in ttie ImiTcn shade ? 
No worthy man, tiy fortune's random blows, 
(Ir tiy ti heart tiw generous and humane, 
Ctitistraiti'd tti leave tils tiappy natal seat. 
And stgh for wants more bitter than his own ? 
There are, wlitlo human miseries abound, 
A ttmnsand ways to waste superfluous wealth. 
Without one fool or flatterer at your board, 
WIttimtt one liour of sickness or disgust. 

Hut otlicr Ills the ambiguous feast pursue. 
Besides provoking the lascivious taste. 
8uch various foods, thougti harmless each alone, 
Rach other violate ; and oft we see 
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What Strife is brew'd, and what pernicious bane^ 
From combinations of innoxious things. 
The unbounded taste I mean not to confine 
To hermit's diet needlessly severe. 
But would you long the sweets of health enjoy. 
Or husband pleasure ; at one impious meal 
Exhaust not half the bounties of the year, 
Of every realm. It matters not meanwhile . 
How much to-morrow differ from to-day ; 
So far indulge : 'tis fit, besides, that man, 
To change obnoxious, be to change inured. 
But stay the curious appetite, and taste 
With caution froits you never tried before. 
For want of use the kindest aliment 
Sometimes offends ; while custom tames the rage 
Of poison, to mild amity with life. 

So Heaven has fbrm'd us to the general taste 
Of all its gifts : so custom has improved 
This bent of nature ; that few simple foods, 
Of all that earth, or air, or ocean yield. 
But by excess offend. Beyond the sense 
Of light refection, at the genial board 
Indulge not often ; nor protract the feast 
To dull satiety ; till soft and slow 
A drowsy death creeps on, the expansive sool 
Oppressed, and smother'd the celestial fire. 
The stomach, urged beyond its active tone. 
Hardly to nutrimental chyle subdues 
The softest food : unfinished and depraved. 
The chyle, in all its future wanderings, owns 
Its turbid fountain ; not by purer streams 
So to be clear'd, but foulness will remsnn. 
To sparkling wine what ferment can exalt 
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The unripeii'd grape ? Or what mechanic skill 
From the crude ore can spb the ductile gold ? 

Gross riot treasures up a wealthy fund 
Of plagues : but more immedicable ills 
Attend the leau extreme. For physic knows 
How to disburden the too tumid veins, 
Ev'n how to ripen the half-labour'd blood ; 
But to unlock the elemental tubes. 
Collapsed and shrunk with long inanity. 
And with balsamic nutriment repair 
The dried and worn-out halHt, were to bid 
Old age grow green, and wear a second spring ; 
Or the tall ash, long ravish'd from the soil. 
Through withered veins imbibe the vernal dew. 
When hunger calls, obey ; nor often wait 
Till hunger sharpen to corrosive pain : 
For the keen appetite will feast beyond 
What nature well can bear ; and one extreme 
Ne'er without danger meets its own reverse. 
Too greedily the exhausted veins absorb 
The recent chyle, and load enfeebled powers 
Oft to the extinction of the vital flame. 
To the pale cities, by the firm-set siege 
And fomine humbled, may this verse be borne ; 
And hear, ye hardiest sons that Albion breeds. 
Long tOBS'd and fiimiish'd on the wintry main : 
The war shook off, or hospitable shore 
Attained, with temperance bear the shock of joy ; 
Nor crown with festive rites the auspicious day : 
Such feasts might prove more fatal than the waves. 
Than war or fomine. While the vital fire 
Bums feebly, heap not the green fuel on ; 
But prudently foment the wandering spark 
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With what the soonest feeds its kindred touch : 
Be frugal ev'n of that : a little give 
At first ; that kindled, add a little more ; 
nil, by deliberate nourishing, the flame 
ReriFed, with all its wonted vigour glows. 

But though the two (the full and the jejune) 
Extremes have each their vice; it much avuls 
Ever with gentle tide to ebb and flow 
From this to that : so nature learns to bear 
Whatever chance or headlong appetite 
May bring. Besides a meagre day subdues 
The cruder clods by sloth or luxury 
Ck)llected, and unloads the wheels of life. 
Sometimes a coy aversion to the feast 
Comes on, while yet no blacker omen lowers : 
Then is the time to shun the tempting board. 
Were it your natal or your nuptial day. 
Perhaps a fast so seasonable starves 
The latent seeds of woe, which rooted once 
Might cost you labour. But the day retum'd 
Of festal luxury, the wise indulge 
Most in the tender vegetable breed : 
Then chiefly when the summer beams inflame 
The brazen heavens ; or angry Sirius sheds 
A feverish taint through the still gulf of s&r. 
The moist cool viands then, and flowing cup 
From the fresh dairy-virgin's liberal hand. 
Will save your head from harm, though round the 

world 
'llie dreaded Causos ^ roll his wasteful fires. 
Pale humid Winter loves the generous board, 
The meal more copious, and a warmer fare ; 



3 The burning fever. 
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And longs vfith old wood and old wine to cheer 
His quaking heart. The seasons which diFide 
The empires of heat and cold ; hy neither claim'd, 
Inflaenced by both, a middle regimen 
Impose. Through autumn's languishing domain 
Descending, Nature by degrees invites 
To glowing luxury.. But from the depth 
Of winter, when the invigorated year 
Emerges ; when Favonius, flush'd with love, 
Toyful aud young, in every breeze descends 
More warm and wanton on his kindling bride ; 
Then, shepherds, then begin to spare your flocks ; 
And learn, with wise humanity, to check 
The lust of blood. Now pregnant earth commits 
A various offiipring to the indulgent sky : 
Now bounteous Nature feeds with lavish hand 
The prone creation ; yields what once sufficed 
ITieir dainty sovereign, when the world was young ; 
Ere yet the barbarous thirst of blood had seized 
Tlie human breast. — ^Each rolling month matures 
The food that suits it most; so does each clime. 

Far in the horrid realms of Winter, where 
The establish'd ocean heaps a monstrous waste 
Of shining rocks and mountains to the pole ; 
There lives a hardy race, whose pl^nest wants 
Relentless Earth, their cruel step-mother. 
Regards not. On the waste of iron fields. 
Untamed, intractable, no harvests wave : 
Pomona hates them, and the clownish god 
Who tends the garden. In this frozen world 
Such cooling gifts were vain : a fitter meal 
Is eam'd with ease ; for here the fruitful spawn 
Of Ocean swarms, and heaps their genial board 
With generous fare and luxuiy profuse. 
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These are their bread, the only bread they know ; 
These, and their willing slave, the deer, tiiat crops 
The shrubby herbage on their meagre hills. 
Girt by the burning Zone, not thus the South 
Her swarthy sons in either Ind maintains : 
Or thirsty Libya ; from whose fervid loins 
The Hon bursts, and every fiend that roams 
The affrighted wilderness. The mountain herd. 
Adust and dry, no sweet repast'affords : 
Nor does the tepid msan such kinds produce. 
So perfect, so delicious, as the shoals 
Of icy Zembla. Rashly where the blood 
Brews feverish frays ; where scarce the tubes sustain 
Its tumid fervour and tempestuous course ; 
Kind Nature tempts not to such gifts as these. 
But here in livid ripeness melts the grape : 
Here, finished by invigorating sans. 
Through the green shade the golden orange glows : 
Spontaneous here the turgid melon yields 
A generous pulp : the cocoa swells on high 
With milky riches ; and in horrid mail 
The crisp ananas 3 wraps its poignant sweets. 
Earth's vaunted progeny ; in ruder air 
Too coy to flourish, ev'n too proud to live ; 
Or hardly raised by artificial fire 
To vapid life. Here with a mother's smile 
Glad Amalthea pours her copious horn. 
Here buxom Ceres reigns : the autumnal sea 
In boundless billows fluctuates o'er their plains. 
What suits the climate best, what suits the men. 
Nature profuses. most, and most the taste 
Demands. The fountain, edged widi racy wine 

3 The pine-apple. 
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Or acid froit, bedews tlieir thirsty souls. 

The breeze, eternal breathing round their limbs. 

Supports in else intolerable air : 

While the cool palm, the plantain, and the groFC 

Tliat waves on gloomy Lebanon, assuage 

The torrid hell that beams upon their heads. 

Now come, ye Naiads ! to the fountains lead ; 
Now let me wander through your gelid reign. 
I bum to view the'enthusiastic wilds 
By mortal else untrod. I hear the din 
Of waters thundering o'er the ruin*d cliffs. 
With holy reverence I approach the rocks 
Whence glide the streams renown'd in ancient song. 
Here from the desert down the rumbling steep 
First springs the Nile ; here bursts the sounding Po 
In angry waves ; Euphrates hence devolves 
A mighty flood to water half the East ; 
And there, in gothic solitude reclined, 
The cheerless Tanais pours his hoary urn. 
What solemn twilight, what stupendous shades 
Enwrap these in&nt floods ! Through every nerve 
A sacred horror .thrills, a pleasing fear 
Glides o'er my frame. The forest deepens round ; 
And more gigantic still, the impending trees 
Stretch their extravagant arms athwart the gloom. 
Are these the confines of some fairy world ? 
A land of genii ? Say, beyond these wilds 
What unknown nations ? if indeed beyond 
Aught habitable lies. And whither leads. 
To what strange regions, or of bliss or pain. 
That subterraneous way ? Propitious maids. 
Conduct' me, while with fearful steps I tread 
This trembling ground. The task remains to sing 
Your gifts, (so Paeon, so the powers of health 
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Command) to praise your crystal demeiit : 
The chief ingredient in Heaven's rarious works ; 
Whose flexile genius sparkles in the gem. 
Grows firm in oak, and fugitive in wine ; 
The vehicle, the source, of nutriment 
And life, to all that vegetate or live. 

O comfortable streams ! with eager lips 
And trembling hand the languid thirsty quaff 
New life in you ; fresh vigour fills their veins. 
No warmer cups the rural ages knew ; 
None warmer sought the sires of human kind. 
Happy in temperate peace ! their equal days 
Felt not the sdtemate fits of feverish mirth 
And sick dejection. Still serene and pleased 
They knew no pains but what the tender soul 
With pleasure yields to, and would ne'er forget. 
Bless'd with divine immunity from ails. 
Long centuries they lived ; their only fate 
Was ripe old age, and rather sleep than death. 
O ! could those worthies, from the world of gods. 
Return to visit their degenerate sons. 
How WAuld they scorn the joys of modem time. 
With all our art and toil improved to pain ! 
Too happy they ! but wealth brought luxury. 
And- luxury on sloth begot disease. 

Learn temperance, friends 1 and hear without 
disdain 
The choice of water. Thus the Coan sage * 
Opined, and thus the learn'd of every school. 
What least of foreign principles partakes 
Is best : the lightest then ; what bears the touch 
Of fire the least, and soonest mounts in air ; 

4 Hippocrites. 
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The most insipid ; the most void of smell. 
Such the rude mountain from his horrid sides 
Pours down ; such waters in the sandy vale 
For ever boil, alike of winter frosts 
And summer's heat secure. The crystal stream. 
Through rocks resounding, or for many a mile 
O'er die chafed pebbles hurl'd, yields wholesome, 

pure, 
And mellow draughts ; except when winter thaws. 
And half the mountains melt into the tide. 
Though thirst were e'er so resolute, avoid 
The sordid lake, and all such drowsy floods 
As fill from Lethe Belgia's slow canals ; 
(With rest corrupt, with vegetation green ; 
Squalid with generation, and the birth 
Of little monsters) till the power of fire 
Has from profane embraces disengaged 
The violated lymph. Tlie virgin stream. 
In boiling, wastes its finer soul in air. 
Nothing like simple element dilutes 
The food, or gives the chyle so soon to flow : 
But where the stomach, indolent and cold, 
Toys with its duty, animate with wine 
llie insipid stream : though golden Ceres yields 
A more voluptuous, a more sprightly draught ; 
Perhaps more active. Wine unmix'd, and all 
The gluey floods that from the vex'd abyss 
Of fermentation spring ; with spirit fi-aught. 
And furious with intoxicating fire ; 
Retard concoction, and preserve unthaw'd 
The embodied mass. You see what countless years, 
Embalm'd in fiery quintessence of wine, 
The puny wonders of the reptile world. 
The tender rudiments of life, the slim 
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Unravellings of minute anatomy^ 

Maintain their texture, and unchanged remsun. 

We carse not wine : the vile excess we blame ; 
More fruitful than the accumulated board 
Of pain and misery. For the subtle draught 
Faster and surer swells the vital tide ; 
And ^th more active poison, than the floods 
Of grosser crudity convey, pervades 
The far remote meanders of our frame. 
Ah ! sly deceiver ! branded o'er and o*er, 
Yet stiU believed ! exulting o'er the wreck 
Of sober vows ! — But the Parnassian maids 
Another timcj perhaps, shall sing the joys. 
The fatal charms, the many woes of wine ; 
Perhaps its various tribes, and various powerss. 

Meantime, I would not always dread the bowl. 
Nor every trespass shun. The feverish strife. 
Roused by the rare debauch, subdues, expels 
The loitering crudities that burden life ; 
And, like a torrent full and rapid, clears 
The obstructed tubes. Besides, this restless world 
Is foil of chances, which, by habit's power. 
To learn to bear is easier than to shun. 
Ah ! when ambition, meagre love of gold. 
Or sacred country caJls, with mellowing wine 
To moisten well the thirsty suffrages ; 
Say how, unseason'd to the midnight frays 
Of Comus and his rout, wilt thou contend 
With Centaurs long to hardy deeds inured ? 
Then learn to revel ; but by slow degrees : 
By slow degrees the liberal arts are won ; 

S See Book iv. 




96 AEMST&ONO. 

And Hercules grew strong. Bat when you smpothe 
The brows of care, indulge your festive vein 
In cups by well-inform 'd experience found 
The least your bane ; and only with your friends. 
There are sweet follies ; frailties to be seen 
By friends alone, and men of generous minds. 

O ! seldom may the fated hours return 
Of drinking deep ! I would not daily taste. 
Except when life declines, ev'n sober cups. 
Weak withering age no rigid law forbids. 
With frugal nectar, snH)Qth and slow with balm. 
The sapless habit daily to bedew. 
And give the hesitating wheels of life 
Gliblier to play. But youth has better joys : 
And is it wise, when youth with pleasure flows. 
To squander the reliefs of age and p^n ? 

What dexterous thousands just within the goal 
Of wild debauch direct their nightly course ! 
Perhaps no sickly qualms bedim their days. 
No morning admonitions shock the head. 
But, ah ! what woes remain ! life rolls apace. 
And that incurable disease, old age. 
In youthful bodies more severely felt. 
More sternly active, shakes their blasted prime ; 
Except kind Nature by some hasty blow 
Prevent the lingering fates. For know, whate'er 
Beyond its natural fervour hurries on 
The sanguine tide ; whether the frequent bowl, 
High-8eason*d fare, or exercise to toil 
Protracted ; spurs to its last stage tired life, 
And sows the temples with untimely snow. 
When life is new, the ductile fibres feel 
The heart's increasing force ; and, day by day. 
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The growth advances : till the larger tubes. 

Acquiring (from their elemental veins* 

Condensed to solid chords 7] a firmer tone. 

Sustain, and just sustadn, the impetuous blood. 

Here stops the growth. With overbearing pulse 

And pressure, still the great destroy the small ; 

Still with the ruins of the small grow strong. 

Life glows meantime, amid the grinding force 

Of nscous fluids and elastic tubes ; 

Its various functions vigorously are plied 

By strong machinery ; and in solid health 

The man confirm'd long triumphs o'er disease. 

But the full ocean ebbs : there is a point. 

By Nature fix'd, whence life must downward tend. 

For still the beating tide consolidates 

The stubborn vessels, more reluctant still 

To the weak throbs ef the ill-supported heart. 

This languishing, these strengthening by degrees 

To hard unyielding unelastic bone. 

Through tedious channels the congealing flood 



< In the hnmtn body, as well as in those of other animals. 
the larger blood vessels are composed of smaller ones; 
which, by the 'violent motion and pressure of the flidds in 
the large vessels, lose their cavities by degrees, and dege- 
nerate into impervious diords or fibres. In proportion as 
these smaU vessels become solid, the larger must of couzse 
grow less extensile, more rigid, and make a stronger re- 
sistance to the action of the heart, and force of the blood. 
From this gradual condensation of the smaller vessels, and 
consequent rigidity of the larger ones, the progress ci the 
human body ftom infancy to old age is accounted for. 

7 According to Dr. Darwio, the immediate cause of old 
age seems to reside in the inirriUbility of the finer vess^ 
or parti of our system ; hence, these cease to act, and ool- 
lajpse, or become horny or bony. 
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Crawls lazily, and hardly wanders on ; 
It loiters still ; and now it stirs no more. 
This is the period few attain ; the death 
Of Nature ; thus (so Heaven ordain'd it) Ufe 
Destroys itself; and could these laws have changed, 
Nestor might now the fates of Troy relate; 
And Homer live immortal as his song. 

What does not fode ? The tower that longhad stood 
The crush of thunder and the warring winds. 
Shook by the slow but sure destroyer Time, 
Now hangs in doubtful ruins o'er its base. 
And flinty pyramids, and walls of brass. 
Descend : the Babylonian spires are sunk ; 
Achfda, Rome, and Egypt moulder down. 
Time shakes die stable tyranny of thrones, 
And tottering empires rush by their own weight. 
This huge rotundity we tread grows old ; 
And all those worlds that roll around the Sun, 
The Sun himself, shall die ; and ancient Night 
Agidn involve tiie desolate abyss : 
Till the great Father through the lifeless gloom 
Extend his arm to light another world. 
And bid new planets roll by other laws. 
For through the regions of unbounded space. 
Where unconfined Omnipotence has room. 
Being, in various systems, fluctuates still 
Between creation and abhorr'd decay : 
it ever did, perhaps, and ever will. 
New worlds are still emergbg from the deep ; 
The old descen^ng, in their turns to rise. 
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EXERCISE. 

Through various toils the adventurous Muse has 

pass'd; 
But half the toil, and more than half, remains. 
Rude is her theme, and hardly fit for song ; 
Plain, and of little ornament ; and I 
But little practised in the Aonian arts. 
Yet not in vain such labours have we tried. 
If aught tiiese lays the fickle health confirm. 
To you, ye delicate, I write ; for you 
I tame my youth to philosophic cares. 
And grow still paler by, the midnight lamps. 
Not to debilitate with timorous rules 
A hardy frame ; nor needlessly to brave 
Inglorious dangers, proud of mortal strength ; 
Is all the lesson that in wholesome years 
Concerns. ^ strong. His eare were ill bestow'd 




40 A&M8TROKO. 

Who would with warm effeminacy nurse 

The thriving oalc, which on the mountain's hrow 

Bears all the blasts that sweep the wintry heaven. 

Behold the labourer of the glebe, who toils 
In dust, in rain, in cold and sultry skies ; 
Save but the grain from mildews and the flood. 
Naught anxious he what sickly stars ascend. 
He knows no laws by Esculapius given ; 
He studies none. Yet him nor midnight fogs 
Infest, nor those envenom'd shafts that fly 
When rabid Sinus fires the autumnal noon. 
His habit pure with plain and temperate meals. 
Robust with labour, and by custom steel'd 
To every casualty of varied life ; 
Serene he bears the peevish Eastern blast, 
And uninfected breathes the mortal South. 

Such the reward of rude and sober life ; 
Of labour such. By health the peasant's toil 
Is well repiud ; if exercise were pain 
Indeed, and temperance pain. By arts like these 
Lacouia nursed of old her hardy sons ; 
And Rome's unconquer'd legions urged their way. 
Unhurt, through every toil in every clime. • 

Toil, and be strong. By toil tiie flaccid nerves 
Grow firm, and gain a more compacted tone ; 
The greener juices are by toil subdued, 
Mellow'd, and subtilized ; the vapid old 
Expell'd, and all the rancour of the blood. 
Come, my companions, ye who feel the charms 
Of Nature and the year ; come, let us stray 
Where chance or fancy leads our roving walk : 
Come, while the soft voluptuous breezes fan 
The fleecy heavens, enwrap the limbs in balm. 
And shed a charming languor o'er the soul 
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Nor when bright Winter sows with prickly frost 
The vigorous ether, in unmanly warmth 
Indulge at home ; nor ev'n when Eurus' blasts 
This way and that convolre the labouring woods. 
My liberal walks, save when the skies in rain 
Or fogs relent, no season should confine 
Or to the doister'd gallery or arcade. 
Go, climb the mountain ; from the ethereal source 
Imbibe the recent gale. The cheerful mom 
Beams o*er the hills ; go, mount the exulting steed. . 
Already, see, the deep-mouth'd beagles catch 
The tainted mazes ; and, on eager sport 
Intent, with emulous impatience try 
Each doubtful trace. Or, if a nobler prey 
Delight you more, go chase the desperate deer ; 
And, through its deepest solitudes, awake 
The vocal forest ^th the jovial horn. 

But if the breathless chase o'er hill and dale 
Exceed your strength ; a sport of less £Eitigue, 
Not less delightful, the prolific stream 
Affords. The crystal rivulet, that o*er 
A stony channel rolls its rapid maze. 
Swarms with the silver firy. Such, throogh the bounds 
Of pastoral Stafford, runs the brawling Trent ; 
Such Eden, sprung from Cumbrian mountains ; sudi 
The Esk, o'erhung with woods ; and such the stream 
On whose Arcadian banks I first drew air, 
Liddel ; till now, except in Doric lays 
Tuned to her murmurs by her love^sick swains. 
Unknown in song ; tiiough not » purer stream, 
TlunoQgfa meads fliore flowery, more romantic 

groves. 
Rolls toward the western main. Hul, sacred flood ! 
May stiU thy hoti^taUe swnns be bkss'd 

b3 



42 AEMSTHOKG. 

lu niral innocence ; thy mountains still 
Teem with the fleecy race; thy tuneful woods 
For ever flourish ; and thy vales look gay 
With painted meadows, and the golden grain I 
Oft, with thy blooming sons, when life was new. 
Sportive and petulant, and charm'd with toys. 
In. thy transparent eddies have I laved : 
Oft traced with patient steps thy fury banlss. 
With the well-imitated fly to hook 
f The eager trout, and with the slender line 
And yielding rod solicit to the shore 
The struggling panting prey ; while vernal clouds 
And tepid gales obscured the rufSed pool. 
And from the deeps call'd forth the wanton swarms. 

Form'd on the Samian school, or those of Ind, 
There are who thinlt these pastimes scarce humane : 
Yet in my mind (and not relentless I) 
His life is pme that wears no fouler stains. 
But if through genuine tenderness of heait. 
Or secret want of relish for the game. 
You shun the glories of the chase, nor care 
To haunt the peopled stream ; The garden yields 
A soft amusement, an humane delight. 
To raise the insipid nature of the ground ; 
Or tame its savage genius to the grace 
Of careless sweet rusticity, that seems 
Tlie amiable result of happy chance. 
Is to create; and gives a god-like joy. 
Which every year improves. Nor thou disdain 
To check the lawless riot of the trees. 
To plant the grove, or turn the barren mould. 
O happy he ! whom, when his years decline, 
(His fortune and his fEune by worthy means 
Attained, and equal to his moderate mind ; 
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His life approved by all the wise and good, 
Ev'd envied by the vaiu) the peaceful groves 
Of Epicnnis, from this stormy world, 
Receive to rest ; of all ungrateful cares 
Absolved, and sacred from the selfish crowd. 
Happiest of men ! if the same soil iuntes 
A chosen few, companions of his youth. 
Once fellow-rakes perhaps, now rural friends ; 
With whom in easy commerce to pursue 
Nature's free charms, and vie for sylvan fiEime : 
A fEur ambition ; void of strife or guile. 
Or jealousy, or pain to be outdone. 
Who plans the enchanted garden, who directs 
The vista best, and best conducts the stream ; 
Whose groves the fsistest thicken and ascend ; 
Whom first the welcome Spring salutes ; who shows 
The earliest bloom, the sweetest, proudest charms 
Of Flora ; who best gives Pomona's juice 
To match the sprightly genius of Champagne. 
Thrice happy days I in rural business pass'd : 
Bless'd winter nights ! when as the genial fire ; 
Cheers the wide hall, his cordial fomily 
With soft domestic arts the hours beguile. 
And pleasing talk, that starts no timorous fame. 
With witless wantonness to hunt it down : 
Or through the faarj land of tale or song 
Delighted wander, in fictitious fates 
Engaged, and all that strikes hui^ianity : 
Till lost in foble, they the stealing hour 
Of timely rest forget. Sometimes, at eve 
His neighbours lift the latch, and bless unbid 
His festal roof; while, o'er the light repast, . 
And sprightly cups, they mix in social joy ; 
And, through the maze of conversation, trace 
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Whate'er amuses or improTes the mind. 
Sometimes at eve (for I delight to taste 
The native zest and flavour of the fruit, 
Where sense grows wild and tastes of no manure) 
The decent, honest, cheerful husbandman 
Should drown his labour in my friendly bowl ; 
Arid at my table find himself at home. 

Whate'er you study, in whatever you sweat. 
Indulge your taste. Some love the manly foils ; 
The tennis some ; and some the graceful dance. 
Others, more hardy, range the purple heath. 
Or naked stubble ; where from field to field 
The sounding coveys urge their labouring flight ; 
Eager amid the rising cloud to pour 
The gun's unerring thunder : and there are 
Whom still the meed > of the green archer charms. 
He chooses best, whose labour entertains ' 
His vacant ^cy most : the toil you hate 
Fatigues you soon, and scarce improves your limbs. 

As beauty still has blemish, and the mind 
The most accomplished its imperfect side ; 
Few bodies are there of that happy mould 
But some one part is weaker than the rest : 
The legs, perhaps, or arms refuse their load. 
Or the chest labours. These assiduously. 
But gently, in their proper arts emplo/d. 
Acquire a vigour and springy activity 
To which they were not bom. But weaker parts 
Abhor fatigue and violent didpline. 

Begin with gentle toils; and, as your nerves 
Grow firm, to hardier by just steps aspire. 

^ This word i« much used by some of the old English 
poets, and sigoifiei reward or priie. 
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The prudent, ev^n in every moderate walk, 
At first bnt saunter, and by slow degrees 
Increase their pace. This doctrine of the ^se 
Well knows the master of the flying steed. 
First from the goal the managed coursers play 
On bended reins : as yet the skilful youth 
Repress their foamy pride ; but every breath 
The race grows warmer, and the tempest swells ; 
Till all the fiery mettle has its way. 
And the thick thunder hurries o'er the plain. 
When all at once from indolence to toil 
You spring, the fibres by the hasty shock 
Are tired and crack 'd, before their unctuous coats, 
Compress'd, can pour the lubricating balm. 
Besides, collected in the passive veins, 
The purple mass a sudden torrent rolls, 
O'erpowers the heart, and deluges the lungs 
With dangerous inundation ; oft the source 
Of fatal woes ; a cough that foams with blood. 
Asthma, and feller Penpneumony ^, 
Or the slow minings of the hectic fire. 

The athletic fool, to whom what Heaven denied' 
Of soul, is well compensated in limbs. 
Oft from his rage, or brainless frolic, feels 
His vegetation and brute force decay. 
The men of better clay and finer mould 
Know nature, feel the human dignity. 
And scorn to vie with oxen or with apes. 
Pursued prolixly, ev'n the gentlest toil 
Is waste of health : repose by small fatigue 
Is eam'd ; and (where your habit is not prone 
To thaw) by the first moisture of the brows. 

% The inflammation of the lungs. 
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The iiue aud subtle spirits cost too much 
To be profusedy too much the roscid balm. 
But when the hard varieties of life 
You toil to learn, or try the dusty chase. 
Or the warm deeds of some important day : 
Hot from the field, indulge not yet your limbs 
In wish'd repose ; nor court the fanning gale. 
Nor taste the spring. O ! by the sacred tears 
Of widows, orphans, mothers, sisters, sires. 
Forbear ! no other pestilence has driven 
Such myriads o'er, the irremeable deep. 
Why this so £Eital, the sagacious Muse 
Through nature's cunmng labyrinths could trace : 
But there are secrets which who knows not now. 
Must, ere he reach them, climb the heapy Alps 
Of Science ; and devote seven years to toil. 
Besides, I would not stun your patient ears 
With what it little boots you to attain : 
He knows enough, the mariner, who knows 
Where lurk the shelves, and where the whirlpools 

boil. 
What signs portend the storm : to subtler minds 
He leaves to scan, from what mysterious cause 
Charybdis rages in the Ionian wave ; 
Whence those impetuous currents in the main 
Which neither oar nor sail can stem ; and why 
The roughening deep expects the storm, as sure 
As red Orion mounts the shrouded heaven. 

In ancient times, when Rome with Athens vied 
For polish'd luxury and useful arts ; 
All hot and reeking from the Olympic strife. 
And warm Palestra, in the tepid bath 
The athletic youth relax'd their weary limbs. 
Soft oils bedew'd them, with the grateful powers 
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Of nard and cassia fraaght, to soothe and heal 

The cherish'd nerves. Onr less voluptuous clime 

Not much invites us to such arts as these. ~ 

'Us not for those, whom gelid skies embrace. 

And chilling fogs ; whose perspiration feels 

Such frequent bars from Eurus and the North ; 

lis not for those to cultivate a skin 

Too soft ; or teach the recremental fume 

Too fast to crowd through such precarious ways. 

For through the small arterial mouths, that pierce 

In endless millions the dose-woven skin. 

The baser fluids in a constant stream 

Escape, and viewless melt into the winds. 

While this eternal, this most copious waste 

Of blood, degenerates into vapid brine, 

Msuntsuns its wonted measure, all the powers 

Of health befriend you, all the wheels of life 

With ease and pleasure move : but this restrained 

Or more or less, so more or less you feel 

The functions labour : from this fatal source 

What woes descend is never to be sung. 

To take their numbers were to count the sands 

That ride in whirlwind the parch'd Libyan air ; 

Or waves that, when the blustering North embroils 

The Baltic, thunder on the German shore. 

Subject not then, by soft emollient arts. 

This grand expense, on which your fates depend. 

To every caprice of the sky ; nor thwart 

The genios of your clime : for from the blood 

Least fickle rise the recremental steams. 

And least obnoxious to the styptic air. 

Which breathe through straiter and more eailous 

pores. 
Tlie tempei^d Scythian hence, half-naked treads 
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His boundless snowa^ nor rues the inclement 

heaven ; 
And hence our painted ancestors defied 
The East ; nor cursed, like us, their ficl^le sky. 

The body, moulded by the clime, endures 
The Equator heats or Hyperborean frost : 
Except by habits foreign to its turn, -> 

Unwise you counteract its forming power. 
Rude at the first, the winter shocks you less 
By long acquaintance ; study then youi' sky. 
Form to its manners your obsequious frame. 
And learn to suflfer what you cannot shun. 
Against the rigours of a damp cold heaven 
To fortify their bodies, some frequent 
The gelid cistern ; and, where naught forbids, 
I praise their dauntless heart : a frame so steel'd 
Dreads not the cough, nor those ungeuial blasts 
That breathe the tertian or fell rheumatism ; 
The nerves so temper'd never quit their tone. 
No chronic languors haunt such hardy breasts. 
Bat all^things have their bounds ; and he who makes 
By daily use the kindest regimen 
Essential to his health, should never mix 
inth human kind, nor art nor trade pursue. 
He not the safe vicissitudes of life 
"V^thout some shock endures ; ill-fitted he 
To want the known, or bear unusual things. 
Besides, the powerful remedies of pain 
(Since pain in spite of all our care will come) 
Should never with your prosperous days of health 
Grow too fEuniliar : for by frequent use 
The strongest medicines lose their healing power,* 
And ev'n the surest poisons theirs to kill. 

Let those who from the frozen Arctbs reach 
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Parch'd Mauritania, or the sultry West, 
Or the mde flood that laves rich Indostan, 
Plunge thrice a day, and in the tepid wave 
Untndst thdr stubborn pores ; that full and free 
llie evaporation through the soften'd skin 
May bear proportion to the swelling blood. 
So may they 'scape the fever's rapid flames ; 
So feel untainted the hot breath of hell. 
With us, the man of no complunt demands 
ITie warm ablution just enough to clear 
The sluices of the skin, enough to keep 
The body sacred from indecent soiL 
Still to be pure, ev'n did it not conduce 
(As much it does) to health, were greatly worth 
Your daily paim>. "lis this adorns the rich ; 
The want of this is poverty's worst woe ; 
With this external virtue, age msdntaius 
A decent grace ; without it, youth and charms 
Are loathsome. This the venal Graces know ; 
So doubtless do your wives : for married sires, 
As well as lovers, still pretend to taste ; 
Nor is it less (all prudent wives can tell) 
To lose a Itusband's than a lover's heart. 

But now the hours and seasons when to toil, 
From foreign themes recal my wandering song. 
Some labour fasting, or but slightly fed 
To lull the grinding stomach's hungry rage. 
Where nature feeds too corpulent a frame 
'TIS ^risely done : for while the thirsty veins. 
Impatient of lean penury, devour 
The treasured oil, then is the happiest time 
To shake the lazy balsam from its cells. 
Now while the stomach from the full repast 
Subsides, bat ere returning hunger gnaws ». 
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Ye leaner habits, ^ve an hoar to toil ; 

And ye, whom no luzuriancy of growth 

Oppresses yet, or threatens to oppress. 

But from the recent meal no labours please^ 

Of limbs or mind. For now the cordial powers 

Claim all the wandering spirits to a work 

Of strong and subtle toil, and great event : 

A work of time ; and you may rue the day ' 

You hurried, with untimely exercise, 

A half-concocted chyle into the blood. 

The body overcharged with unctuous phlegm 

Much toil demands : the lean elastic, less. , 

While winter chills the blood and binds the veinSy 

No labours are too hard: by those you 'scape 

The slow diseases of the torpid year. 

Endless to name ; to one Of which alone. 

To that which tears the nerves, the toil of slaves 

Is pleasure : O ! from such inhuman pains 

May all be free who merit not the wheel ! 

But from the burning Lion when the Sun 

Pours down his sultry wrath ; now while the blood 

Too much already maddens in the veins, 

And all the finer fliuds through the skin 

Explore their flight ; me, near the cool cascade 

Reclined, or sauntering in the lofty grove. 

No needless slight occasion should engage 

To paut and sweat beneath the fiery noon. 

Now the fresh morn alone and mellow eve 

To shady walks and active rural sports 

Invite. But, while the chilling dews descend. 

May nothing tempt you to the cold embrace 

Of humid skies ; though 'tis no vulgar joy 

To trace the horrors of the solemn wood 

While the soil evening saddens into night : 
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Though the sweet poet of the verbal groves 
Melts all the night in strains of amorous woe. 

The shades descend, and mldmght o'er the world 
Expands her saUe wings. Great Nature droops 
Throngh all her works. Now happy he whose toll 
Has o'er his languid powerless limbs difiused 
A pleasing lassitude : he not in vain 
Invokes ths gentle deity of dreams. 
His powers the most voluptuously dissolve 
In soft repose : on him the balmy dews 
Of sleep with double nutriment descend. 
But would you sweetly waste the blank of night 
In deep oblivion ; or on Fancy's wings 
Visit the para^se of happy dreams, 
And waken cheerful as the lively mom ; 
Oppress not Nature sinking down to rest 
TVlth feasts too late, too solid, or too full *. 
But be the first concoction half-matured 
Ere you to mighty indolence resign 
Your passive £unilties. He from the toils 
And troubles of the day to heavier toil 
Retires, whom trembling from the tower that rocks 
Amid the clouds, or Calpe's hideous height. 
The busy demons hurl; or in the mun 
O'erwheim ; or bury struggling under grounds 
Not all a monarch's luxury the woes 
Can counterpoise of that most wretched man. 
Whose nights are shaken with the frantic fits 
Of wild Orestes ; whose delirious brain. 
Stung by the Furies, works with poison'd thought : 
While ]Mde and monstrous painUng shocks the soul $ 
And mang^ consciousness bemoans itself 
For ever torn ; and chaos floating round. 
What dreams presage, what dangers these or those 
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Portend to sanity; though prudent seers 
Reveal'd of old, and men of deathless fame ; 
We would not to the superstitious mind 
Suggest new throbs, new vanities of fear. 
Tis ours to teach you from the peaceful night 
To banish omens and all restless woes. 

In study some protract the silent hours. 
Which others consecrate to mirth and wine ; 
And sleep till noon, and hardly live till night. 
But surely this redeems not from the shades 
One hour of life. Nor does it naught avul 
What season you to drowsy Morpheus give 
Of the ever-varying circle of the day ; 
Or whether, through the tedious winter gloom. 
You tempt the midnight or the morning damps. 
The body, fresh and vigorous from repose. 
Defies the early fogs : but, by the toils 
Of wakeful day exhausted and unstrung. 
Weakly resists the night*s unwholesome breath. 
The grand discharge, the effusion of the skin. 
Slowly impidr'd, the languid maladies 
Creep on, and through the sickening functions steal. 
As, when the chilling East invades the Spring, 
The delicate Narcissus pines away * 

In hectic languor, and a slow disease 
T^nts all the family of flowers, condemned 
To cruel heavens. But why, sdready prone 
To fode, should beauty cherish its own bane ? 
O shame ! O pity ! nipt with pale quadrille. 
And midnight cares, the bloom of Albion dies ! 

By toil subdued, the warrior and the hind 
Sleep fast and deep : their active functions soon 
With generous streams the subtle tubes supply ; 
And soon the tonic irritable nerves 
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Feel the fresh impulse, and awake the soul. 
The sons of indolence with long repose 
Grow torpid ; and with slowest Lethe drunk. 
Feebly and lingeringly return to life, 
Blqnt every sense and powerless every limb. 
Ve, prone to sleep (whom sleeping most annoys) 
On the hard mattress or elastic couch 
Extend your limbs, and wean yourselves from sloth ; 
Nor grudge the lean projector, of dry brun 
And springy nerves, the blandishments of down • 
Nor envy, while the buried Bacchanal 
Exhales his suifeit in prolixer dreams. 

He, without riot, in the balmy feast 
Of life, the wants of nature has supplied. 
Who rises cool, serene, and full of soul. 
But pliabt Nature more or less demands. 
As custom forms her ; and all sudden change 
She hates of habit, ev'u from bad to good. 
If faults in life, or new emergencies 
From habits urge you by long time confirm'd. 
Slow may the change arrive, and stage by stage ; 
Slow as the shadow o'er the dial moves. 
Slow as the stealing progress of the year. 

Observe the circling Year. How unperceived 
Her Seasons change ! Behold I by slow degrees. 
Stem Winter tamed into a ruder Spring ; 
The ripen'd Spring a milder Summer's glows ; 
Departing Summer sheds Pomona's store ; 
And aged Autumn brews the winter-storm. 
Slow as they come, these changes come not void 
Of mortal shocks : the cold and torrid reigns. 
The two great periods of the important year. 
Are in their first approaches seldom safe : 
Funereal Autumn aU the sickly dread, 

f3 
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And the black Fates deform the lovely Spring. 
He well advised, who taa^ht our wiser sires 
Early to borrow Muscovy's warm spoils. 
Ere the first frost has touch'd the tender blade ; 
And late resign them, though the wanton Spring 
Should deck her charms with all her sister's rays. 
For while the effluence of the skin maintains 
Its native measure, the pleuritic Spring 
Glides harmless by; and Autumn, sick to death 
With sallow quartans, no contagion breathes. 

I, in prophetic numbers could unfold 
The omens of the year : what seasons teem 
With what diseases ; what the humid SouUi 
Prepares, and what the demon of the East : 
But you perhaps refuse the tedious song. 
Besides, whatever plagues in heatj or cold. 
Or drought, or moisture dwell, they hurt not you, 
Skill'd to correct the vices of the sky. 
And taught already how to each extreme 
To bend your life. But should the public bane 
Infect you ; or some trespass of your own. 
Or flaw of nature, hint mortality : 
Soon as a not unpleasing horror glides 
Along the spine, through all your torpid limbs ; 
When first the head throbs, or the stomach feels 
A sickly load, a weary pain the loins ; 
Be Celsus call'd : the Fates come rushing on ; 
The rapid Fates admit of no delay. 
While wilful you, and fatally secure. 
Expect to-morrow's more auspicious sun. 
The growing pest, whose infancy was weak 
And easy vanquished, with triumplumt sway 
O'erpowers your life. For want of timely care, 
2V]illion8 have died of medicable wounds. 
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Ah ! in wbat perils is yaio life engaged ! 
What slight neglects, what trivial faults destroy 
l*he hardiest frame ! of indolence^^of toil. 
We die ; of want, of superfluity : 
The all-surrounding heaven, the vital air. 
Is big with deatli. And, though the putrid South 
Be shut ; though no convulsive agony 
Shake, from the deep foundations of the world. 
The imprisoned plagues ; a secret Venom oft 
Corrupts the air, the water, and the land. 
What livid deaths has sad Byzantium seen ! 
How oft has Cairo, with a mother's woe. 
Wept o'er her slaughter'd sons and lonely streets I 
Ev'n Albion, giit with less malignant skies, 
Albion the poison of the gods has drank. 
And felt the sting of monsters all her own,i 

Ere yet the fell Plantagenets had spent 
Their ancient rage, at Bosworth's purple field ; 
While^ for which tjrrant England should receive. 
Her legions in incestuous murders mix'd. 
And daily horrors ; till the Fates were drunk 
With kindred blood by kindred hands profused ; 
Another plague of more gigantic arm 
Arose, a monster never known before. 
Reared from Cocytus its portentous head. 
This rapid Fury not, lik« other pests, 
PorMued a gradual course, but in a day 
Rush'd as a storm o'er half the astonish'd isle. 
And strew'd with sudden carcases the land. 

First through the shoulders, or whatever part 
Was seized the first, a fervid vapour sprung : 
With rash combustion thence, the quivering spark 
Shot to the heart, and kindled all within ; 
And soon the surfoce caught the spreading fires. 
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Through all the yielding pores, the melted bkfbd 
Gush'd out in smoky sweats ; but naught assuaged 
The torrid heat within, nor aught relieved 
The stomach's anguish. With incessant toil. 
Desperate of ease, impatient of their pmn, 
They toss'd from side to side. In vfdn the stream 
Ran full and dear, they burnt and thirsted sdll. 
The restless arteries with rapid blood 
Beat strong and frequent. Thick and pantmgly 
The breath was fetch'd, and with huge labourings 

heaved. 
At last a heavy pidn oppress'd the head, 
A wild delirium came ; their wee^ung friends 
Were strangers now, and this no home of theirs. 
Harassed with toil on toil, the sinking powers 
Lay prostrate and overthrown : a ponderous sleep 
Wrapt all the senses up : they slept and died. 

In some a gentle horror crept at first 
0*er all the limbs ; the sluices of the skin 
Withheld their moisture, till by art provoked 
The sweats o'erflow'd, but in a clammy tide : 
Now free and copious, now restrained and slow ; 
Of tinctures various, as the temperature 
Had mix'd the blood ; and rank with fetid steams : 
As if the pent-up humours by delay 
Were grown more fell, more putrid, and malign. 
Here lay their hopes (though little hope remain'd) 
With full effusion of perpetual sweats 
To drive the venom out. And here the Fates 
Were kind, that long they linger'd not in pain. 
For who survived the sun's diurnal race, 
Rose from the dreary gates of hell redeem'd : 
Some the sixth hour oppress'd, and some the third. 

Of many thousands fiw- untainted 'scaped ; 
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Of those infected, fewer 'scaped alire ; 

Of those who lived, some felt a second blow ; 

And whom the second spared, a third destroy'd. 

Frantic with fear, they sought by flight to shun 

The fierce contagion. O'er the mournful land 

The infected city pour'd her hurrying swarms : 

Roused by the flames that fired her seats around. 

The infected country rush'd into the town. 

Some, sad at home, and in the desert some. 

Abjured the fotal commerce of mankind : 

In vain : where*er they fled, the Fates pursued. 

Others, with hopes more specious, cross'd the main. 

To seek protection in far distant skies ; 

But none they found. It seem'd the general air. 

From pole to pole, from Atlas to the East, 

Was then at enmity with English blood. 

For, but the race of England, all were safe 

In foreign climes ; nor did this Fury taste 

The foreign blood which England then contain'd. 

Where should they fly ? The circumambient heaven 

Involved them still ; and every breeze was bane. 

Where find relief? The salutary art 

Was mute ; and, startled at the new disease. 

In fearful whispers hopeless omens gave. 

To Heaven with suppliant rites they sent thdr 

prayers ; 
Heaven heard them not. Of every hope deprived ; 
Fatigued with vain resources ; and subdued 
With woes resistless and enfeebling fear ; 
Passive they sunk beneath the weighty blow. 
Nothing but lamentable sounds was heard. 
Nor aug^t was seen but ghastly views of death. 
Infections horror ran from face to face. 
And pale despsdr. Twas all the business then 
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To tend the skka aod in their turos to die. 
In heaps they fell : and oft one bed, they say. 
The sidcei^ng, dying, and the dead contain'd. 

Ye guardian god«, on whom the fates depend 
Of tottering Albion ! ye eternal fires 
That lead through heayen the wandering year I ) 

powers 
liiat o'er the encircling elements preside ! 
May nothing worse than what this age has seen 
Arrive ! Enough abroad^ enough at home, 
Has Albion bled. Here a distempered heaven 
Has thinn'd her cities ; from those lofty clifis 
That awe proud Gaul, to Thule's wintry reign ; 
While in the West, beyond the Atlantic foam. 
Her bravest sous, keen for the fight, have died 
The death of cowards and of common men : 
Sunk void of wouuds, and fallen without renown 

But from these views the weeping Muses tum^ 
And other themes invite my wandering song. 
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BOOK IV. 



THE PASSIONS. 

Trs cboioe of aliment, the choice of air, 
The use of toil and all external things. 
Already sung; it now remains to trace 
What good, what eril, from ourselves proceeds : 
And how the subtle principle within 
Inspires with health, or mines with strange decay 
The passive body. Ye poetic Shades, 
Who know the secrets of the worid unseen. 
Assist my song ! For, in a doubtful theme 
Engaged^ I wander through mysterious ways. 
There is, they say, (and I believe there is) 
A sparifc within us of the immortal fire, 
Hiat ammetes and moulds the grosser frame ; 
And, when the body nnks, escapes to heav«i» 
Its nathre seat, and mixes wHh the gods. 
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Meanwhile this heavenly particle pervades 

Hie mortal elements ; in every nerve 

It thrills with pleasure, or grows mad with psun : 

And, in its secret conclave, as it feels 

The body's woes and joys, this mling power 

Wields at its will the dull material world, 

And is the body's health or malady. 

By its own toil the gross corporeal frame 
Fatigues, extenuates, or destroys itself. 
Nor less the labours of the mind corrode 
Hie solid fobric : for by subtle parts 
And viewless atoms, secret Nature moves 
The mighty wheels of this stupendous world. 
By subtle fluids pour'd through subtle tubes 
llie natural, vital functions are perform 'd. 
By these the stubborn aliments are tamed ; 
The toiling heart distributes life and strength ; 
These the still-crumbling frame rebuild ; and these 
Are lost in thinking, and dissolve in air. 

But 'tis not thought, (for still the soul 's employed) 
Tis psunful thinking that corrodes our clay. 
All day the vacant eye, without fatigue, 
Strays o'er the heaven and earth ; but* long intent 
On microscopic arts, its vigour fails : 
Just so the mind, with various thought amused. 
Nor aches itself, nor gives the body pain. 
But anxious Study, Discontent, and Care, 
Love without hope, and Hate without revenge. 
And Fear, and Jealousy, fatigue the soul ; 
Engross the subtle ministers of life. 
And spoil the labouring functions of their share. 
Hence the lean gloom that Melancholy wears ; 
The lover's paleness ; and the sallow hue 
Of Envy, Jealousy ; the meagre stare 
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Of sore Revenge : the canker'd body hence 
Betrays each fretful motion of the mind. 

The strong-bailt pedant, who both night and day 
Feeds on the coarsest fsLre the schools bestow. 
And crudely fattens at gross Barman's stall ;' 
O'erwhelmM with phlegm, lies in a dropsy drown'd^ 
Or sinks in lethargy before his time. 
With useful studies you, and arts that please, 
Employ your mind ; amuse, but not fatigue. 
Peace to each drowsy metaphysic sage ! 
And ever, may all heavy systems rest ! 
Yet some there are, ev'n of elastic parts. 
Whom strong and obstinate ambition leads 
Through all the rugged roads of barren lore. 
And gives to relish what their generous taste 
Would else refuse. But may not thirst of tsane, 
Nor love of knowledge, urge you to fatigue 
With constant drudgery the liberal soul. 
Toy with your books ; and, as the various fits 
Of humour seize you, from philosophy 
To fable shift ; from serious Autonine 
To Rabelais' ravings, and from prose to song. 

While reading pleases, but no longer, read ; 
And read aloud resounding Homer's strain. 
And wield the thunder of Demosthenes. 
The chest, so exercised, improves its strength ; 
And quick vibrations through the bowels drive 
The restless blood ; which, in unactive days. 
Would knter'else through unelastic tubes. 
Deem it not trifling while I recommend 
What posture suits ; to stand and sit by turns. 
As nature prompts, is best. But o'er your leaves 
To lean for ever, cramps the vital parts, 
And robs the fine machinery of its play. 

o 
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'Tis the great art of life to manage well 
The restless mind. For ever on pursuit 
Of knowledge bent, it starves the grosser powers : 
Quite unemploy'd, agunst its own repose 
It turns its fatal edge, and sharper pangs 
Than what the body knows embitter life. 
Chiefly where Solitude, sad nurse of Care, 
To sickly musing gives the pensive mind, 
Hiere Madness enters ; and the. dim-eyed fiend. 
Sour Melancholy, night and day provokes 
Her own eternal wound. The son grows pale ; 
A moomful visionary light o'erspreads 
The cheerful fiice of Nature : earth becomes 
A dreary desert, and heaven frowns above. 
Then various shapes of cursed illusion rise : 
WlMte'er the wretched fears, creating Fear 
Forms out of nothing, and with monsters teems 
Unknown in hell, llie prostrate soul beneath 
A load of huge imagination heaves ; 
And all the horrors that the murderer feels. 
With anxious flutterings wake the guiltless breast. 

Such phantoms Pride in solitary scenes. 
Or Fear, or delicate Self-love creates. 
From other cares absolved, the busy mind 
Finds in yourself a theme to pore upon ; 
It finds yon miserable, or makes you so. 
For while yourself you anxiously explore, 
Timorous Self-love, with sickening Fancy's aid. 
Presents the danger that you dread the most. 
And ever galls you in your tender part. 
Hence some for loipe, and some for jealousy. 
For grim religion some, and some for pride, 
Have lost their reason : some, for fear of want. 
Want all their Ihres ; and otiiers, etery day, 
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For tear of dyingy suffer wonse than death. 

Ah ! from your booons banish, if yoa can. 

Those fiual guests : and first the demon Fear, 

Thai trembles at impossihle events ; 

Lest aged AUas should resign hb load. 

And heaTen's eternal battlements msh down. 

Is there an enl worse than Fear itself? 

And what avails it, that indulgent Heaven 

From mortal eyes has wrapt the woes to oome. 

If we, ingenioos to torment ourselves. 

Grow pale at hideous fictions of our own ? 

Enjoy the present ; nor, with needless cares 

Of what may spring from blind misfortune's womb. 

Appal the surest hour that life bestows : 

Serene, and master of yourself, prepare 

For what may come ; and leave the rest to Heaven. 

Oft from the body, by long ails mistuoed. 
These evils sprung, the most important health. 
That of the mind, destroy : and when the mind 
They first invade, the consdoos body soon 
In sympathetic laqguishment declines. 
These chronic Passions, while from real woes 
Tliey rise, and yet without the body's £uilt 
Infest Ae soul, admit one only cure ; 
Diveraon, hurry, and a restless life. 
Vain are the consolations of the vrise ; 
In vain your friends would reason down your pain. 
O ye, whose souls relentless love has tained 
To soft distress, or friends untimely fiillen ! 
Court not the luxury of tender thought ; 
Nor deem it impious to forget those pains 
That hurt the living, naught avail the dead. 
Go, soft enthusiast! quit the cypress groves. 
Nor to the rivulet's lonely moanings tune 
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Your sad complaint. Go, seek the cheerful haunts 
Of men, and mingle with the bustling crowd ; 
Lay schemes for wealth, or power, or fame, the wish 
Of nobler minds, and push them night and day : 
Or Join the caravan, in quest of scenes 
New to your eyes, and shifting every hour. 
Beyond the Alps, beyond the Apennines. 
Or, more adventurous, rush into the field 
Where war grows hot ; and, raging through the sky. 
The lofty trumpet swells the maddeuing soul : 
And, in the hardy camp and toilsome march. 
Forget all softer and less manly cares. 

But most, too passive when the blood runs low. 
Too weakly indolent to strive with pain. 
And bravely by resisting conquer Fate, 
Try Circe's arts ; and in the tempting bowl 
Of poison'd nectar sweet oblivion swill. 
Struck by the powerful charm, the gloom dissolves 
In empty air ; Elysium opens round ; 
A pleasing frenzy buoys the lightened soul. 
And sanguine hopes dispel your fleeting care ; 
And what was diioScult, and what was dire. 
Yields to your prowess and superior stars : 
The happiest you of all that e*er were mad. 
Or are, or shall be, could this folly last. 
But soon your heaven is gone ; a heavier gloom 
Shuts o'er your head : and, as the thunderingstream, 
Swoln o'er its banks With sudden mountain rain. 
Sinks from its tumult to a silent brook ; 
So, when the frantic raptures in your breast 
Subside, you languish into mortal man ; 
You sleep, and waking, find yourself undone. 
For prodigal of life, in one rash night 
You lavished more than might support three days. 
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A heavy morning comes ; your cares return 
With tenfold rage. An anxious stomach well 
May be endured ; so may the throbbing head : 
But such a dim delirium, such a dream, 
Involves you ; such a dastardly despair 
Unmans your soul, as maddening Pentheus felt. 
When, baited round Cithseron's cruel sides. 
He saw two suns, and double Thebes ascend. 
You curse the sluggish port; you curse the wretch, 
The felon, with unnatural mixture first 
Who dared to violate the virgin wine. 
Or on the fugitive Champagne you pour 
A thousand curses ; for to heaveu it wrapt 
Your soul, to plunge you deeper in despair. 
Perhaps you rue ev'n that diviner gift. 
The gay, serene, good-uatured Burgundy, 
Or the fhfsh fragrant vintage of the Rhine : 
And wish that Heaven from mortals haid with- 
held 
The grape, s^od all intoxicating bowls. 

Besides, it wounds you sore to recollect 
What follies in your loose unguarded hour 
Escaped. For one irrevocable word. 
Perhaps that meant no harm, yon lose a friend. 
Or, in the rage of wine, your hasty hand 
Performs a deed to haunt you to the grave. 
Add that your means, your health, your parts 

decay; 
Your friends avoid you ; brutishly transform'd, 
They hardly know you ; or if one remains 
To wish you well, he wishes you in Heaven. 
Despised, unwept you fy\l ; who might have left 
A sacred-cherish'd, sadly-^pleasing name; 
A name still to be utter'd with a sigh. 

g3 
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Your last ungraceful scene has quite effaced 
All sense and memory of your former worth. 

How to live happiest ; how avoid the ptdns. 
The disappointments, and disgusts of those 
Who would in pleasure all their hours employ ; 
The precepts here of a divine old man 
I could recite. Though old, he still retained 
His manly sense, and energy of mind. 
Virtuous and wise he was, but not severe ; 
He still remember'd that he once was young ; 
His easy presence checlc'd no decent joy. 
Him ev'n the dissolute admired ; for he 
A graceful looseness when he pleased put on, 
And, laughmg, could instruct. Much had he ready 
Much more had seen : he studied from the life. 
And in the original perused mankind. 

Versed in the woes and vanities of life^ 
He pitied man : and much he pitied those 
Whom falsely-smiling Fate has cursed with means 
To dissipate their days in quest of joy. 
' Our aim is happiness ; 'tis yours, 'tis mine, 
(He said) 'tis the pursuit of all that live ; 
Yet few attain it, if 'twas e'er attain'd. 
But they the widest wander from the marl(. 
Who through the flowery paths of sauntering Joy 
Seelc this coy goddess ; that from stage to stage 
Invites us still, but shifts as we pursue. 
For, not to name the pains that pleasure brings 
To counterpoise itself, relentless Fate 
Forbids that we through gay voluptuous wilds 
Should ever roam : and were the Fates more kind. 
Our narrow luxuries would soon grow stale. 
Were these exhaustless, Nature would grow sick. 
And, cloy'd with pleasure, squeamishly complain 
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That all is vaoity> aod life a dream. 
Let Nature rest : be busy for yourself, 
And for your friend; be busy ev'n in vain, 
Rather than tease her sated appetites. . 
Who never fiists, no banquet e'er enjoys ; 
Who never toils or watches, never sleeps. 
Let Nature rest : and when the taste of joy 
Grows keen, indulge ; but shun satiety. 

* Tis not for mortals always to be bless'd. 
But him the least the dull or painful hours 
Of life oppress, whom sober Sense conducts^ 
And Virtue, through this labyrinth we tread. 
Virtue and Sense I mean not to disjoin ; 
Virtue and Sense are one : and, trust me, still 
A futhless heart betrays the >ead unsound. 
Virtue (for mere Good-nature is a fool) 

Is sense and spirit, with humanity ; 

lis sometimes angry, and its frown confounds ; 

Tis ev'n vindictive, but in vengeance just. 

Knaves foin would laugh at it ; some great ones dare ; 

But at His heart the most undaunted son 

Of fortune dreads its name and awful charms. 

To noblest uses this determines wealth; 

This is the solid pomp of prosperous days ; 

The peace and shelter of adversity : 

And if you pant for glory, build your fame 

On this foundation, which the secret shock 

Defies of Envy and all-sapping Time. . 

The gaudy gloss of fortune only strikes 

Tlie vulgar eye : the sufi&tige of the wise. 

The praise that *s worth ambition, is attained 

By sense alone, and dignity of mind. 

* Vhrtue, the strengOi and beauty of the soul. 
Is the best gift of Heaven : a happiness. 




V 



68 ARMSTROKG. 

That ev'ti above the smiles and frowns of fate 
Exalts great Nature's favoarites ; a wealth, 
That ne'er encumbers, nor can be transferr'd. 
Riches are oft by guilt and baseness eam'd ; 
Or dealt by chance, to shield a lucky knave. 
Or throw a cruel sun-shine on a fool : 
But for one end, one much-neglected use. 
Are riches worth your care : (for Nature's wants 
Are few, and without opulence supplied) 
This noble end is, to produce the soul ; 
To show the virtues in their fairest light ; 
To make Humanity the minister 
Of bounteous Providence ; and teach the breast 
That generous luxury the gods enjoy.' 

Thus, in his graver vein, the friendly sage 
Sometimes declaim'd. Of right and wrong he taught. 
Truths as refined as ever Athens heard ; 
And (strange to tell!) he practised what hepreach'd. 
SkiU'd in the passions, how to check their sway 
He knew, as far as Reason can control 
The lawless powers. But otlier cares are mine : 
Form'd in the school of Paeon, I relate 
What passions hurt the body, what improve : 
Avoid them, or invite them, as you may. 

Know then, whatever cheerful and serene 
Supports the mind, supports the body too. 
Hence,' the most vital movement mortals feel 
Is Hope ; the balm and life-blood of the soul : 
It pleases, and it lasts. Indulgent Heaven 
Sent down the kind delusion, through the paths 
Of rugged life to lead us patient on ; 
And make our happiest state no tedious thing. 
Our greatest good, and what we least can spare. 
Is Hope : the last of all our evib. Fear. 
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But there are passions grateful to the breast. 
And yet no friends to life : perhaps they please 
Or to excess, and dissipate the soul ; 
Or, while they please, torment. The stubborn clown. 
The ill-tamed ruffian, and pale usurer, 
(If Love's omnipotence such hearts can mould) 
May safely mellow into love ; and grow 
Reftned, humane, and generous, if they can. 
Love in such bosoms never to a fault 
Or pains or pleases. But, ye finer souls, 
Form'd to soft luxury, and prompt to thrill 
With all the tumults, all the joys and pains. 
That beauty gives ; with caution aqd reserve 
Indulge the sweet destroyer of repose. 
Nor court too much the queen of charming cares. 
For, while the cherish'd poison in your breast 
Ferments and maddens ; sick with jealousy. 
Absence, distrust, or ev'n with anxious joy. 
The wholesome appetites and powers of life 
Dissolve in languor. The coy stomach loathes 
The genial board : your cheerful days are gone ; 
The generous bloom that flush*d your cheeks is fled. 
To sighs devoted and to tender pains. 
Pensive you sit, or solitary stray. 
And waste your youth in musing. Musing first 
Toy'd into care your unsuspecting heart : 
It found a liking there, a sportful fire. 
And that fomented into serious love ; 
Which musing daily strengthens and improves 
Through all the heights of fondness and romance : 
And you 're undone, the fatal shaft has sped. 
If once you doubt whether you love or ho. 
Tlie body wastes away ; the infected mind. 
Dissolved in female tenderness, forgets 




I 



TO ASMSTEOMO. 

Each manly virtue, and grows dead to fiune. 
Sweet Heaven, from such intoxicating charms 
Defend all worthy breasts '. not that I deem 
Love always dangerous, always to be shunn'd : 
Love well repaid, and not too weakly sunk 
In wantoo and unmanly tenderness. 
Adds bloom to health ; o'er every virtue sheds 
A gay, humane, a sweet, and generous grace. 
And brightens kd the ornaments of man. 
But fruitless, hopeless, disappointed, rack'd 
With jealousy, fatigued with hope and fear. 
Too serious, or too languishingly fond. 
Unnerves the body and unmans the soul : 
And some have died for love ; and some nm mad ; 
And some with desperate hands themselves have 
slain. 
Some to extinguish, others to prevent, 
A mad devotion to one dangerous* Cur, 
Court all they meet ; in hopes to dissipate 
The cares of Love amongst an hundred brides. 
The event is doubtful ; for there are who find 
A core in this ; there are who find it not. 
Tis no relief, alas ! it rather galls 
The wound, to those who are sincerely sick. 
For while from feverish and tumultuous joys 
The nerves grow languid, aud the soul subsides. 
The tender fancy smarts with every sting. 
And what was love before is madness now. 
Is health your care, or luxury your aim. 
Be temperate still : when Nature bids, obey; 
Her wild impatient sallies bear no curb *. 
But when the prurient habit of delight. 
Or loose imagination, spurs yon on 
To deeds above your strength, impute it not 
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To Nataie : Nature all cmnpalsioD hates. 

Ah ! let not luxury nor nun renown 

Urge jon to feats you wdl might sleep wiAoat ; 

To make what shoald be rapture a ^gue, 

A tedious task ; nor in the wanton arms 

Of twining Lais melt your manhood down. 

For 6oa the adliquation of soft joys 

How changed you rise ! the ghost of what you was ! 

Languid, and melancholy, and gaunt, and wan ; 

Your veins exhausted, and your nerves unstrung. 

Spoil'd of its balm and sprightly zest, the blood 

Grows vapid phlegm ; along the tender nerves 

(To each slight impulse tremblingly awake) 

A subtle fiend that mimics all the plagues. 

Rapid and restless, sprii^ fifom part to part. 

The blooming honours of your youth are fallen ; 

Your vigour pines ; your vital powers decay: 

Diseases hanut you ; and untimely age 

Creeps on ; unsiodal, impotent, and lewd. 

In&tuate, impious epicure ! to waste 

The stores of pleasure, cheerfulness, and health ! 

In£Atuate all who make delight their trade. 

And coy perdition every hour pursue. 

Who pines with love, or in hiscivioos flames 
Ck>nsttmes, is with his own consent undone : 
He chooses to be wretdied, to be mad ; 
And wam'd proceeds and wilAil to his fiite. 
But there 's a passion, whose tempestuous sway 
Tears up each virtue planted in the breast. 
And shakes to ruins proud |^oso(^y. 
For pale and trembliiig Anger rushes in. 
With fiwliering speech, and eyes that wildly stare ; 
Flene as the Hger, madder than dite seas. 
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Desperate, and arm'd with more than human 

strength. 
How soon the calm, humane, and polish'd man 
Forgets compunction, and starts- up a fiend 1 
Who pines in love, or wastes with silent cares. 
Envy, or ignominy, or tender grief. 
Slowly descends, and lingering to the shades : 
But he whom Anger stings, drops, if he dies, 
At once, and rushes apoplectic down; 
Or a fierce fever hurries him to hell. 
For, as the body through unnumber'd strings 
Reverberates each vibration of the soul ; 
As is the passion, such is still the pain 
The body feels; or chronic, or acute. 
And oft a sudden storm at once o'erpowers 
The life, or gives your reason to the winds. 
Such fates attend the rash alarm of Fear, 
And sudden Grief, and Rage, and sudden Jo^. 

There are, meantime, to whom the boisterous fit 
Is health, and only fills the sails of life. 
For where the mind a torpid winter leads, 
Wrapt in a body corpulent and cold. 
And each clogg'd function lazily moves on ; 
A generous sally spurns the incumbent load. 
Unlocks the breast, and gives a cordial glow. 
But if your wrathful blood is apt to boil. 
Or are your nerves too irritably strung. 
Wave all dispute ; be cautious if you joke ; 
Keep Lent for ever, and forswear the bowl : 
For one rash moment sends you to the shades. 
Or shatters every hopeful scheme of life. 
And gives to horror all yodr days to come. 
Fate, ann*d with thunder, fire, and every plague. 
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That roinsy tortures,. or distracts mankind^ 
And makes the happy wretched io an hour, 
O'erwhdms- you not with woes so horrible 
As your own wrath, nor gives more sudden blows. 
While Choler works, good friend, you mvf be 
wrong. 
Distrust yourself, and sleep before you f^ht. 
Tis not too late to-morrow to be brave; 
If honour bids, to-morrow kill or die. 
But calm advice against a raging fit 
Avails too little ; and it braves the power 
Of all that ever taught in prose or song. 
To tame the fiend that sleeps a gentle lamb. 
And wakes a lion. Unprovoked and calm. 
You reason well ; see as you ought to see,. 
And wonder at the madness of mankind : 
Seized with the common rage, you soon forget 
• The speculations of your wiser hours. 
Beset with furies of all deadly shapes. 
Fierce and insidious, vi(dent and slow» 
With all that urge or lure us on to &te } 
What refuge shall we seek ? what arms prepare ^ 
Where Reason proves too weak, or void of wiles 
To cope Nvith subtle or impetuous powers, 
I would invoke new passions to your aid : 
"With. Indignation would extinguish Fear, 
With Fear or generous Pity vanquish Rage, 
And Love with Pride ; and force to force oppose. 

There is a charm, a power, that sways the breast; 
Bids every passion revel or be still ; 
Inspires with rage, or all your cares dissolves ; 
Can soodie distraction, and almost despair. 
That power is Music: fiar beyond the stretch 
Of thoM unmeaning warblers on our stage v 
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Those clumsy heroes, those fat-headed gods, '^ ' 
Who more no passion justly but contempt : 
Who, like our dancers, (light indeed and strong !) 
Do wondrous feats, but never heard of grace. 
The fault is ours ; we bear those monstrous arts ; 
Good Heaven ! we praise them : we, with loudest 

peals. 
Applaud the fool that highest lifts his heels ; 
And, with insipid show of rapture, die 
Of idiot notes impertinently long. 
But he the Muse's laurel justly shares, 
A poet he, and touched with Heaven's own fire. 
Who, with bold rage or solemn pomp of sound. 
Inflames, exalts, and ravishes the soul ; 
Now tender, plaintive, sweet almost to pain. 
In love dissolves you ; now, in sprightly strains. 
Breathes a gay rapture through your thrilling breasts ; 
Or melts the heart with airs divinely sad ; 
Or wakes to horror the tremendous strings. 
Such was the bard, whose heavenly strains of old ^ 
Appeased the fiend of melancholy Saul. 
Such was, if old and heathen fame say true. 
The man who bade the Theban domes ascend. 
And tamed the sarage nations with his song ; 
And such the Thraclan, whose melodious lyre. 
Tuned to. soft woe, made all the mountsuns weep ; 
Soothed ev'n the inexoi-able powers of Hell, 
And half redeem'd his lost Eurydic^. 
Music exalts each joy, allays each grief. 
Expels diseases, softens every pain. 
Subdues the rage of poison and of plague ; 
And hence the wise of ancient days adored 
One power of Physic, Melody, and Song. 
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ON 

SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS'S PAINTED 
WINDOW 

AT NEW COLLEGE, OXFORD. 

' Ah Stay thy treacherous hand^ forbear to trace 
Those faultless forms of elegance and grace I 
Ah, cease to spread the bright transparent mass. 
With Titian's pencil, o*er the speaking glass ! 
Nor steal, by strokes of ai% with truth combine^. 
The fond illusions of my wayward mind : 
For long, enamour'd of a barbai'ous age, 
A faithless truant to the classic page. 
Long hare I loved to catch the simple chime 
Of minstrd-harps, and spell the fabling rhyme ; 
To view the festive rites, the knightly play. 
That deck'd heroic Albion's elder day ; 
To mark the mouldering halls of barons bold. 
And the rough castle, cast in giant mould ; 
With gothic manners gothic arts explore. 
And muse on the magnificence of yore. 

' But chief, enraptured have I loved to roam, 
A lingering votary, the vaulted dome. 
Where the tall sha^s, that mount in massy pride, 
llieir mingling branches shoot from side to side ; 
Where elfin sculptors, with fantastic dew. 
O'er the long roof their wild embroidery drew i 
Where Superstition, mth capricious hand. 
In many a maze the wreathed window planu'd. 
With hues romantic tinged the gorgeous pane. 
To fill with holy light the wondrous fane ; 
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To aid the builder's model, richly rude, 
By no Yitrnviao symmetry subdued ; 
To suit the genius of the mystic pile : 
Whilst as around the for-retiring lusle. 
And fretted shrines, with hoary trophies hong. 
Her darlE illumination wide ^e flung 
With new solemnity, the noolcs profound. 
The caves of death, and the; dim arches fh>wn'd. 
From bUss long felt unwillingly we part : 
Ah, spare the weakness of a lover's heart ! 
Chase not the phantoms of my feiry dreamy- 
Phantoms that shrink at Reason's painful gleam ! 
That softer touch, insidious artist, stay. 
Nor to new joys my struggling breast betray !' 

Such was a pensive bard*s mistaken strain :— 
But, O, of ravish'd pleasures why complain ? 
No more the matchless skill I call unkind. 
That strives to disenchant my cheated mind ; 
For when again I view thy chaste design. 
The just proportion, and the genuine line ; 
Those native portraitures of Attic art. 
That from the lucid surface seem to start ; 
Those tints, that steal no glories from the day. 
Nor ask the sun to lend his streaming ray; 
The doubtful radiance of contending dyes. 
That faintly mingle, yet distinctly rise ; 
Twizt )ight and shade the transitory strife ; 
The feature blooming with immortal life ; 
The stole in casual foldings taught to flow. 
Not with ambitious ornaments to glow ; 
The tread majestic, and the beaming eye. 
That lifted, speaks its commerce Mdththe sky; 
Heaven's golden emanation, gleaming mild 
0*er the mean cradle of the Virgin's child : 
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Sadden, the sombroos imagery is fled. 
Which late my visionary laptnre fed : 
Tliy powerful hand has broke the gothic chain. 
And brought my bosom back to truth again ; 
To truth, by no peculiar taste oonflned. 
Whose unirersal pattern strikes mankind ; 
To truth, whose bold and unresisted aim 
Checks fhiil caprice, and fashion's fickle claim ; 
To truth, whose charms deception's magic quell. 
And bind coy Fancy in a stronger spell. 

Ye brawny Prophets, that in robes so rich. 
At distance due, possess the crisped niche ; 
Ye rows of Patriarchs, that, sublimely reared, 
Diflfuse a proud primeval length of beard ; 
Ye Saints, who, clad in crimson's bright array. 
More pride than humble poverty display ; 
Ye Virgins meek, that wear the palmy crown 
Of patient fJEUth, and yet so fiercely frown ; 
Ye Angels, that from clouds of gold recline. 
But boast no semblance to a race divine -, 
Ye Tragic Tales of legendary lore. 
That draw devotion's ready tear no more ; 
Ye Martyrdoms of unenlighten'd days ; 
Ye Miracles, that now no wonder raise ; 
Shapes, that with one broad glare the gazer strike. 
Kings, Bishops, Nuns, Apostles, all alike ! 
Ye Colours, that the unwary sight amaze. 
And only dazzle in the noontide blaze ! 
No more the sacred window's round disgrace. 
But yield to Grecian groups the shining space. 
Lo, from the catfvass Beauty shifts her throne ! 
Lo, PictureTs powers a new formation own ! 
Behold, she prints upon the crystal plain. 
With her own energy, the expresave stain ! 

h3 
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The mighty Master spreads his mimic toil 
More wide, nor only bleuds the breathing oil ; 
But calls the lineaments of life complete 
From genial alchymy's creative heat ; 
Obedient forms to the bright fusion gives. 
While in the warm enamel Nature lives. 

Reynolds, *tis thine, from the broad window's 
height, 
To add new lustre to religions light ; 
Not of its pomp to strip this ancient shrine. 
But bid that pomp with purer radiance shine ; 
With arts unknown before, to reconcile 
The willing Graces to the gothic pile. 
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THE 

PLEASURES OF MELANCHOLY. 

Mother of musings, Contemplation sage. 

Whose grotto stands upon the topmost roclc 

Of Teneriffe ; 'mid the tempestuous night. 

On which, in calmest meditation held. 

Thou hear'st with howling winds the beating nun 

And drifting hail descend ; or if the skies 

Unclouded Khine, and through the blue serene 

Pale Cynthia rolls her silver-axled car. 

Whence gazing steadfast on the spangled vault 

Raptured thou sitt'st, while murmurs indistinct 

Of distant billows soothe thy pensive ear 

With hoarse and hollow sounds ; secure, self*blest. 

There oft thou listep'st to the wild uproar 

Of fleets encountering, that in whispers low 
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Ascends the rocky smnmit, where thoo dwell'st 
Remote from man, conversmg with the spheres ! 
O lead me, queen sublime, to solemn glooms 
Congenial with my soul ; to cheerless shades. 
To ruin'd seats, to twilight cells and bowers. 
Where thoughtful Melancholy loves to muse. 
Her favourite midnight haunts. The laughing scenes 
Of purple Spring, where all the wanton train 
Of Smiles and Graces seem to lead the dance 
In sportive round, while from their hands they shower 
Ambrosial blooms and flowers, no longer diarm. 
Temp^, no more I court thy balmy breeze ; 
Adieu, green vales ! ye broider'd meads, adieu ! 
Beneath yon ruin'd abbey's moss-grown piles 
Oft let me sit, at twilight hour of eve. 
Where through some western vdndow the pale moon 
Pours her long-levell'd rule of streaming light ; 
While sullen sacred silence reigns around, [bower 
Save the lone screech-owl's note, who builds his 
Amid the mouldering caverns dark and damp. 
Or the calm breeze, that rustles in the leaves 
Of flaunting ivy, that with mantle green 
Invests 5ome wasted tower. Or let me tread 
Its neighbouring walk of pines, where mused of old 
The doister'd brothers : through the gloomy void^ 
That flu* extends beneath thdr ample archy 
As on I pace, religious horror wraps 
My soul in dread repose. But when the world 
Is clad in Midnight's raven-colour'd robe, 
'Mid hollow chamel let me watch the flame 
Of taper dim, shedding a livid glare 
0*er the wan heaps ; while airy voices talk 
Along the glimmering walls ; or ghostly shape. 
At distal^ seen, invites with beckoning hand 
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My lonesome steps, through the far-wiuding vaults. 

Nor undelightftil is the solemn noon 

Of night, when haply wakeful from my couch 

I start : lo, all is motionless around ! 

Roars not the rushing wind ; the sons of men 

And every heast in mute oblivion lie ; 

All nature 's hush'd in silence and in sleep. 

O then how fearful is it to reflect, 

That through the still globe's awfiil solitude, 

No being wakes but me ! till stealing sleep 

My drooping temples bathes in opiate dews. 

Nor then let dreams, of wanton folly bom. 

My senses lead through flowery paths of joy ; 

But let the sacred Genius of the night 

Such mystic visions send as Spenser saw, . 

When through bewildering Fancy's magic maze. 

To the fell house of Busyrane, he led 

The unshaken Britomart ; or Milton knew, 

When in abstracted thought he first conceived 

All heaven in tumult, and the seraphim 

Come towering, arm'd in adamant and gold. 

Let others love soft Summer's evening smiles , 
As listening to the distant water-fall. 
They mark the blushes of the streaky west : 
I dioose the pale December's foggy glooms. 
Then, when the sullen shades of evening close. 
Where through the room a blindly-glimmering gleam 
The dying embers scatter, far remote [roof 

From Mirth's mad shouts, that through theillumined 
Resound with festive echo, let me sit. 
Blest with the lowly cricket's drowsy dirge. 
Then let my thought contemplative explore 
This fleeting state of things, the vain delights, 
The fruitless toils, that still our search elude. 
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As tbroui^ the wilderness of life we rove. 
This sober boar of silence will unmask 
False Folly's smile, that, like the dazzling spdls 
Of wily Comas, cheat the unweeting eye 
With blear illasion, and persuade to drink 
That charmed cup, which Reason's mintage &ir 
UnmouldSy and stamps the monster on the man. 
Eager we taste, but in the luscious draught 
Forget the poisonous dregs that lurk beneath. 

Few know that eleguice of soul refined. 
Whose soft sensation feels a quicker joy 
From Melancholy*8 scenes, thau the dull /pride 
Of tasteless splendour and magnificence 
Can e'er afibrd. Thus Eloise, whose nund 
Had languish'd to the pangs of melting love. 
More genuine transports found, as on some tomb 
Reclined, she watch'd the tapers of the dead ; 
Or through the pillar'd aisles, amid pale shrines 
Of imaged saints, and intermingled graves. 
Mused a veil'd votaress ; than Flavia feels, 
As through the mazes of the festive ball. 
Proud of her conquering charms, and beauty's blaze. 
She floats amid the silken sons of dress. 
And shines the fairest of the assembled fair. 

When azure noontide cheers the daedal globe. 
And the blest regent of the golden day 
Rejoices in his bright meridian tower. 
How oft my wishes ask the night's return. 
That best befriends the melancholy mind ! 
Hail, sacred Night I thou too shalt sihare my song : 
Sister of ebon-sceptred Hecate, hul ! 
Whether in congregated clouds thou wrapp'st 
Thy viewless chariot, or with silver crown 
lliy beaming head encirclest, ever bail 1 
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What though beneath thy gloom the sorceress trains 

Far m obscured haunt of Lapland moors. 

With rhymeai uncouth the bloody caldron bless ; 

Though Murder wan beneath thy shrouding shade 

Summons her slow-eyed votaries to devise 

Of secret slaughter, while by one blue lamp 

In hideous conference sit the listening band. 

And start at each low wind, or wakeful, sound : 

What though thy stay the pilgrim curseth oft. 

As all benighted in Arabian wastes 

He hears the wilderness around him howl 

With roaming monsters, while on his hoar head 

The black-descending tempest ceaseless beats ? 

Yet more delightful to my pensive mind 

Is thy return, than blooming Morn's approach, 

Ev'n then, in youthful pride of opening May, 

When from the portals of the saffron east 

She sheds fresh roses, and ambrosial dews. 

Yet not ungrateful is the mom's approach. 

When dropping wet she comes, and clad in clouds. 

While through the damp air scowls the louring 

south 
Blackening the landscape's face, that grove and hill 
In formless vapours undistinguish'd swim : 
The afflicted songsters of the sadden'd groves 
Hail not the sullen gloom ; the waving elms. 
That, hoar through time, and ranged in thick array. 
Enclose with stately row some rui^l hall. 
Are mute, nor echo with the clamours hoarse 
Of rooks, rejoicing on their airy boughs ; 
While to the shed the dripping poultry crowd, 
A mournful train : secure the village-hind 
Hangs o'er the crackling blaze, nor tempts the storm ; 
Flx'd in the unfinish'd furrow rests the plough : 
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Rings not the hi^ wood niih enlireo'd shouts 
Of eartjr hunter : all is silence drear ; 
And deepest eadness wnips the face of things. 
. Through Pope's soft song though all the Oncts, 
Aod baptnest art adom his Attic page j {luMlhi:', 
Yet doea my tniDd with sweeter transport glow. 
As at the root of massy trunk reclined. 
Id magic Spenser's wildly-warbled song 
I see deserted Tina wander wide 
Hirough wsstefal solitudes, and lurid heaths. 
Weary, forlorn ; than when the ^ed fair 
Upon the bosom bright of silver Thames 
Launches in all the lustre of brpcade. 
Amid the splendours of the laughing snn. 
The gay descriptiOD palls upon the senBe, 
And coldly strikes the mind with feeble bliss. 
Ye yonihs of Albion's beauty-blooming isle. 
Whose brows hare worn (he wreath ofluckless lore. 
Is there a pleasure like the pensive mood. 
Whose magic wool to soothe your soften'd souls ! 
O tell how laptDrons the joy, to melt 
To Melody's assnaeiTeroice; to bend 
The nacertain step along the midnight mead. 
And pour your sorrows to the pitying moon. 
By many a slow trill from the bird of woe 
Oft intermpted ; in embowering woods 
, By darksome brook lo muse, and there forget 
The solemn dulness of the tedious world, 
Wlule Fancy grasps the visionary ^r : 
And DOW no more the abstracted ear attends 
The water's mnnnuring lapse, the entranced eye 
PlerCM no longer through the extended tows 
Of thick-ranged trees ; till haply from the depth 
~' 's stroke, or distant tinkling team. 
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Or hdfera rustling through the brake, alarms 
The illuded sense, and mars the golden dream^ 

* These are delights that absence drear has made 
Familiar to my soul, e'er since the form 
Of young Sapphira, beaoteous as the Spring, 
When from her yiolet-woven couch awaked 
By frolic Zephyr^ hand, her tender cheek 
Graceful she lifts, and blushing, from her bower 
Issues to clothe in gladsome-glistering green 
The genial globe, first met my dazzled sight. 
These are delights unknown to minds profane. 
And which alone the pensive soul can taste. 

The taper'd choir, at the late hour of prayer. 
Oft let me tread, while to the according voice 
The many-sounding organ peals on high. 
The clear slow-dittied chant, or varied hymn, 
Till all my sool is bathed in ecstasies, 
And lapp'd in Pai-adise. Or let me sit 
Far in sequester'd aisles of the deep dome. 
There lonesome listen to the sacred sounds, 
Wliich, as they lengthen through the gothic vaults. 
In hollow murmurs reach my ravish'd ear. 
Nor when the lamps, expiring, yield to night, 

, And solitude returns, would I forsake 
The solemn mansion ; but attentive mark 
The due clock swinging slow with sweepy sway. 
Measuring lime's flight with momentary sound. 

Nor let me foil to cultivate my mind 
With the soft thrillings of the tragic Muse, 
Divine Melpomene, sweet Pity's nurse. 
Queen of the stately step, and flowing pall. 
Now let Monimia mourn with streaming eyes 
Her joys incestuous, and polluted love : 
Now let soft Juliet in the gaping tomb 
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Print the last kiss on her true Romeo's lips, 
His Viipa yet reeking from the deadly draught ; 
Or Jaffier kneel for one forgiving look. 
Nor seldom let the Moor on Desdemone 
Pour the misguided threats of jealous rage. 
By soft degrees the manly torrent steals 
From my swoln eyes ; and at a brother's woe 
My big heart melts in sympathizing tears. 

What are the splendours of the gaudy courts 
Its dnsel trappings, and its pageant pomps ? 
To me fiu* happier seems the banish'd lonl. 
Amid Siberia's unrejoicing wilds. 
Who pines all lonesome, in the chambers hoar 
Of some high castle shut, whose windows dim 
In distant ken discover trackless plsdns. 
Where Winter ever whirls his icy car ; 
While still repeated objects of his view. 
The gloomy battlements, and ivied spires, 
Tliat crown the solitary dome, arise ; 
While from the topmost turret the slow clock. 
Far heard along the inhospitable wastes, 
With sad-returning chime awakes new giief ; 
Ev'n he far happier seems than is the proud. 
The potent- satrap, whom he left behind 
'Mid Moscow's golden palaces, to drown 
In ease and luxury the laughing hours. 

Illustrious objects strike the gazer's mind 
With feeble bliss, aud but allure the sight. 
Nor rouse with impulse quick the unfeeling heai*t. 
Thus seen by shepherds from Hymettns* brow. 
What daedal landscapes smile ! here palmy groves,. 
Resounding once with Plato's voice, arise, 
Amid whose umbrage green her silver head 
The unfading olive lifts ; here vine-dad hills 
Lay forth their purple store, and sunny vales 

1 
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In prospect mat thdr level laps expand. 

Amid whose beauties glistering Athens towenr. 

Though through the bfissfiil scenes Ilissus roll 

His sage-inspiring flood, whose winding msa^ 

llie thick-wove laurel shades ; though roseate Morn 

Pour all her splendours on the empurpled scene ; 

Yet feels the hoary hermit truer joys. 

As from the cliff, that o'er his cavern hangs. 

He views the piles of fallen Persepolis 

In deep arrangement hide the darksome plain. 

Unbounded waste ! the mouldering obelisk 

Here, like a blasted oak, ascends the clouds ; 

Here Parian domes their vaulted halls disclose. 

Horrid with thorn, where lurks the unpitying thief. 

Whence flits the twilight-loving bat at eve. 

And the deaf adder wreathes her spotted trun. 

The dwellings once of elegance and art. 

Here temples rise, amid whose hallow'd bounds 

Spires the black pine, while through the naked 

street, 
Once haunt of tradefiil merchants, springs the grass : 
Here columns heap'd on prostrate columns, torn ' 
From their firm base, increase the mouldering mass. 
Far as the sight can pierce, appear the spoils 
Of sunk magnificence ! a blended scene 
Of moles, fanes, arches, domes, and palaces. 
Where, with his brother Horror, Ruin sits. 

O come then. Melancholy, queen of thought I 
O come with saintly look, and stead^t step. 
From forth thy cave embower'd with mournful yew, 
Wliere ever to the carfew's solemn sound 
Listening thou sitt*st, and with thy cypress bind 
Thy votary's hair, and seal him for thy son. 
But never let Euphrosyne begpile 
With toys of wanton mirth my fixed mind. 
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Nor in my path her primrose garland cast. 
Though 'mid her train the dimpled Hebe bare 
Her rosy bosom to the enamour'd'yiew ; 
Though Venus, mother of the Smiles and Loves, 
And Bacchus, ivy-crowii'd, in citron bower 
With her on nectar-streaming fruitage feast. 
What though 'tis hen to calm the louring skies. 
And at her presence mild the embattled clouds 
Disperse in air, and o'er the face of Heaven 
New day diflfusive gleam at her approach ? 
Yet are these joys that Melancholy gives. 
Than all her witless revels happier far ; 
These deep-felt joys, by Contemplation taught* 
Then ever, beauteous Contemplation, hail ! 
From thee began, auspicious maid, my song. 
With thee shall end ; for thou art fairer for 
Than are the nymphs of Cirrha's * mossy grot ; 
To loftier rapture thou canst wake the thought. 
Than all the fabling poet's boasted powers. 
Hail, queen divine ! whom, as tradition tells,- 
Once in his evening-walk a druid found. 
Far in a hollow glade of Mona*s woods ; 
And piteous bore with hospitable hand 
To the dose shelter of his oaken bower. 
There soon the sage admiring, mark'd the dawn 
Of solemn musing in your pensive thought ; 
For when a smiling babe, you loved to lie 
Oft deeply listening to the rapid roar 
Of wood-hung Menai% stream of druids old. 

> The town and plain of Cirrha, or CyTrlia,are in Pliods, 
at the foot of Mount Pamassus. 

« Menai, or Meneu, the strait which divides the Isle of 
Anglesey ftom Caernarvonshire. 
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'Midst gloomy glades^ in warbles dear. 
Wild natura's sweetest notes tbey hear : 
On green untrodden banks they view 
The hyacinth's neglected hue : 
In their loue haunts, and woodland rounds. 
They spy the squirrel's ^y bounds. 
And startle from her ashen spray, 
Across the glen, the screaming jay : 
Each native charm their steps explore 
Of Solitude's sequester'd store. 

For them the moon with cloudless ray 

Mounts, to illume their homeward way : 

Their weary spirits to relieve. 

The meadows' incense breathe at eve. 

No riot mars the simple fore. 

That o'er a glimmering hearth they share; 

But when the curfew's measured roar 

Duly, the darkening valleys o'er. 

Has echoed from the distant town. 

They wish no beds of cygnet-down, 

No trophied canopies, to close 

Their drooping eyes in quick repose. 

Their little sons, who spread the bloom 
Of health around the clay-bnilt room. 
Or through the primrosed coppice stray. 
Or gambol in the new-mown hay ; 
Or quaintly braid the cowslip- twine. 
Or drive afield the tardy kine; 
Or hasten from the sultry hill. 
To loiter at the shady riU ; 
Or climb the tall pine's gloomy ci'est, 
To rob the raven's ancient nest. 
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Their homble porch with honey'd flowers 
The curfiog woodbine's shade imbowers ; 
From the small garden's thymy mound 
Their bees in busy swarms resound : 
Nor fell Disease, before his time, 
Haates to consume life's golden prime : 
But when their temples long have wore 
The silver crown of tresses hoar; 
As studious still calm peace to keep^ 
Beneath a flowery turf they sleep. 
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Beneath the beech, whose branches bare, 
Smit with the lightning's livid glare, 

Cerhang the craggy road. 
And whistle hollow as they wave ; 

' Within a solitary grave, 

A slayer of himself holds his accursed abode. 

Lour'd the grim mom, in murky dyes. 
Damp mists involved the scowling skies. 

And dimm'd the struggling day ; 
As by the brook, that lingering laves 
Yon rush-grown moor with sable waves. 
Full of the dark resolve he took his sullen way. 

I mark'd his desultory pace. 

His gestures strange, and varying face, 

With many a mutter'd sound ; 
And ah ! too late aghast I view'd 
The reeking Made, the hand imbrued ; 
He fell, and groaning, grasp'd in agony the ground. 
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Full many a melancholy night 

He watch'd the slow return of light ; 

And sought the powers of sleep 
To spread a momentary calm 
O'er his sad coach, and in the balm 
Of bland oblivion's dews his burning eyes to steep. 

Full oft, unknowing and unknown. 
He wore his endless noons alone, 

Amid the autumnal wood t 
Oft was he wont, in hasty fit, 
Abrupt the social board to quit. 
And gaze with eager glance upon the tumbling flood. 

« 

Beckoning the wretch to torments new, 
Despidr, for ever in his view, 

A spectre pale, appear'd ; 
While, as the shades of eve arose, 
And bronght the day's unwelcome close. 
More horrible and huge her giant-shape she rear*d. 

* Is this, (mistaken Scorn will cry) 
Is this the youth whose genius high 

Could build the genmne rhyme ; 
Whose bosom mild the favouring Muse 
Had stored with all her ample views. 
Parent of fisdrest deeds, and purposes sublime ?' 

Ah ! from the Muse that bosom mild 
By treacherous magic was beguiled. 

To strike the deathftil blow : 
She fiU'd his soft ingenuous mind 
With many a feeling too refine4) 
And roused to Uvelier pangs his wakeful sense of woe. 
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Though doom*d hard penury to prove. 
And the sharp stings of hopeless love. 

To griefe congenial prone ; 
More woands than nature gave he knew. 
While Misery's fonn his fancy drew 
-^In dark ideal hues, and horrors not its own. 

Then wish not o'er his earthy tomh 
The balefol nightshade's lurid hloom 

To drop its deadly dew : 
Nor O ! forbid the twbted thorn 
That rudely binds his tnrf forlorn, 
-With Spring's green-swelling buds to vegetate anew. 

What though no marble-piled bust 
Adorn his desolated dust. 

With speaking sculpture wrought ? 
Pity shall woo the weeping Nine, 
To baild a visionary shrine, [brought. 

Hung with unfading flowers, from fairy regions 

What though refused each chanted rite ? 
Here viewless mourners shall delight 

To touch the shadowy shell : 
And Petrarch's harp, that wept the doom 
Of Laura, lost in early bloom. 
In many a pensive pause shall seem to ring his knell. 

To soothe a lone, unhallow'd shade, 
lliis votive dirge sad duty pidd. 

Within an ivied nook . 
Sudden the half-sunk orb of day 
More radiant shot its parting ray. 
And thus a chemb-voioe my charm*d attention took : 
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' Forbear f fond bard, thy p9irtial .praise ; 
Nor tliiis fpr guilt in Bpedpoa lays 

The wreath of glory twine: 
In v^n with hues of gorgeous glow 
Gay Fancy giyes )>er vest tQ. 4ow, [fine. 

Unless Truth's matnon-hand the floating folds con- 

* Just Hea^'en^ QUUi'<s fortitude to ^pfowe, 
Permits through life at large to rove 

The tribes of hell^bom Woe : 
Yet the same Power that wisely sends 
life's fiercest ills, indulgent lends 
Religioii'B gdden shield to break the embattled foe. 

* Her tad dime had lull'd to rest 

Yon foul self-murderer's throbbing breast, 

And stay'd the rising storm ; 
Had bade the sun of Hope appear 
To gild his darken'd hemisphere, 
And give the wonted bloom to Nature's blasted form. 

'Vain man ! 'tis Heaven's prerogative 
To take, what first it deign'd to give. 

Thy tributary breath : 
In awful expectation placed. 
Await thy doom, nor impious haste 
To pluck <rom God's right hand his instruments of 
death.' 
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THE CRUSADE. 

Bound for holy Palestine, 
Nimbly we brush'd the level brine. 
All in azure steel array'd ; 
O'er the wave ourweapoiw plsefd. 
And made the dandng billows glow; 
High upon the trophied prow. 
Many a warrior-minstrel swung 
His sounding harp, and boldly sung : 

* Syrian virgins, wail and weep, 

English Richard ploi^s the deep ! 

Tremble, watcbme^, as j^ spy 

From distant towers, with anadous eye, 

The radiant range of shield and lance 

Down Damascus' hills advance : 

From Sion's turrets as a^ 

Ye ken the mardi of Europe's war ! 

Saladin, thou payttim Wing, 

From Albion's isle revenge we bring ! 

On Aeon's spiry citadel 

Though to the gale thy banners swell. 

Pictured with the silver moon, 

England shall end thy j/kny soon ! 

In vain, to breal^ our firm airay, 

Thy brazen drums hoarse dkoord bray : 

Those sounds our rising toy £ui : 

English Richard in the van. 

On to victory we gO, 

A vaunting infidel tie foei.'< 
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Blonde! led the tunefiil band. 

And swept the wire with glowing band. 

CypnUy from her rocky monnd. 

And Crete, with piny verdure crovm'd. 

Far along the smiling msun 

Echoed the prophetic strain. 

Soon we Iqss'd the sacred earth 
Hiat gave a murder'd Saviour birth ; 
Then, with ardour fresh endued. 
Thus the solemn song renew'd: 

* Lo, the toilsome voyage past. 

Heaven's fovour'd hills appear at last ! 

Object of our holy vow. 

We tread the Tyrian valleys now. 

From Carmel's almond-shaded steep 

We feel the cheering fragrance creep : 

O'er Engaddi's shrubs of balm 

Waves the date-empurpled palm . 

See Lebanon's aspiring bead 

l^de his immortal umbrage spread ! 

Hail, Calvary, thou mountain hoar. 

Wet with our Redeemer's gore ! 

Ye trampled tombs, ye fanes forlorn ; 

Ye stones, by tears of pilgrims worn ; 

Your ravish'd honours to restore. 

Fearless we dimb this hostile shore ! 

And thou, the sepulchre of God ! 

By moclcing pagans rudely trod. 

Bereft of every awful rite. 

And quench'd thy lamps that beam'd so bright ; 

For thee, from Britain's distant coast, 

Ix>, Richard leads his f^thful host ! 
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Aloft iu his heroic hand, 

Blaang like the beacon's brand. 

O'er the fiir-afinghted fields, 

Reastless Kalibum he wields. 

Proud Saracen, pollute no more 

The shrines hy martyrs bult of yore ! 

From each wild mountain's trackless crown 

In vain thy gloomy castles frown : 

Thy battering engines, huge and high. 

In Yain our steel-clad steeds defy ; 

And, rolling in terrific state. 

On giant wheels harsh thunders grate. 

When eve has hnsh'd the buzzing camp, i 

Amid the moon-light vapours damp. 

Thy necromantic forms, in vain. 

Haunt us on the tented plain : 

We bid the spectre-shapes avaunt, 

Ashtaroth, and Termagaunt ; 

With many a demon, pale of hue, 

Doom'd to drink the bitter dew 

That drops from Macon's sooty tree, 

'Mid the dread grove of ebony. 

Nor magic charms, nor fiends of hell. 

The Christian's holy courage quell. 

* Salem, in ancient mi^esty 

Arise, and tift thee to the sky ! 

Soon on thy battlements divine 

Shall wave the badge of Constantine. 

Ye barons, to the sun unfold 

Our Cross, with crimson wove, and gold .' 
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THE GRAVE OF KING ARTHUEL 

Stately the feast, and high the cheer: 
Girt with many an armed peer. 
And canopied with golden pall, 
Amid Cilgarran's castle-hall^ 
Suhlime in formidable state, ^ 

And warlike splendour, Henry sate ; 
Prepared to stidn the briny flood 
Of Shannon's lakes with rebd blood. 

Illumining the vaulted roof, 
A thousand torches flamed, aloof : 
From massy cops, with golden gleam 
Sparkled the red metheglin's stream : 
To grace the gorgeous festival, 
Along the lofty-window'd hall. 
The storied tapestry was hung : 
With minstrelsy the rafters rung 
Of harps, that with reflected light 
From the proud gallery glkter'd bright : 
While gifted bards, a rival throng, 
(From distant Mona, nurse of song, ' 
From Teivi, fringed with umbtage brown. 
From Elvy's vale, and Cader*» crown. 
From many a shaggy pred^ice 
That shades leme's hoarse abyss. 
And many a sunles» solitude • 
Of Radnor's inmost mountsuns rude,) 
To crown the banquet's solemn close. 
Themes of British glory chose ; 



.aoxfl* 99 

And to the stp/MP of varioas chime 
Attemper'd thus the fiibUng rl^rme : 

' O'er Comwairs cUffii the tempest roar'd ; 

High the screaming aea-mewaoaifd;-- = 

On Tintaggers topmpBt tower 

Darksome fell the sleety shpwar ; 

Round the rough castle shrilly song 

The whirling blast, ^nd wildly flung 

On each tall rampartfs thundering side 

The surges of the tumbling tide ; 

When Arthur ranged his red<cross ranks 

On conscious Camlan's crimson*d banks ; 

By Mordred's faithless guile decreed 

Beneath a Saxon speiu: to |l)leed ! 

Yet in vsun a paynim foe 

Arm'd with fate th(^ mighty blow ; 

For when he fell, an elfiv queen. 

All in secret, and unseen, 

O'er the fainting hero threw 

Her mantle of ambrosial blue ; 

And bade her spirits bear him £ar. 

In Merlin's agate-ailed car. 

To her green isle's enamell'd steep. 

Far in the navel of the deep. 

O'er his wounds she sprinkled dew 

From flowers that in Arabia grew: 

On a rich enchanted bed 

She pillow'd his mi^estlc head ; 

O'er his brow, with whispers Uand, 

Thrice she wav^ ftn opiate waqd ; 

And to soft music's airy sounds 

Her magic curtains closed around. 

There, renew'd the vital spring. 

Again he reigns a mighty king ; 



100 T. WAHTOM. 

And many a fair and fragrant cHme^ 
Bl€M>ming in immortal prime. 
By gales of Eden ever fann'd. 
Owns the monarch's high command : 
Thence to Britain shall retwn, 
(If right prophetic rolls I learn) 
Borne on Victory's spreading plume. 
His ancient sceptre to resume; 
Once more, in old heroic pride. 
His barbed courser to 1)e8tride ; 
His knightly table to restore. 
And brave the tonmaments of yore.' 

They ceased ; when on the tuneful stage 
Advanced a bard, of aspect sage : 
His silver tresses, thin besprent. 
To age a graceftd reverence lent ; 
His beard, all white as spangles frore 
That clothe PlinUmmon's forests hoar, 
Down to his harp descending flow'd ; 
With Time's fidnt rose his features glow*d 
His eyes difiiised a soften'd fire ; 
And thus he waked the warblmg wu« : 

' Listen, Henry, to my rede ! 
Not from fury realms I lead 
Bright-robed Tradition, to relate 
In forged colours Arthur's fote ; 
Though much of old romantic lore 
On the high theme I keep in store : 
But boastful Fiction should be dumb. 
Where Truth the strain might best become. 
If tliine ear may still be won 
With songs of Uther's glorious son, 
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Henry, I a tale imfold. 
Never yet in rhyme enroll'd. 
Nor sung nor harp'd in hall or bower ; 
Which in my youth's full early flower> 
A minstrel, sprung of Ckimish line. 
Who spoke of kings from old Locrine, 
Taught me to diant, one ven^d dawn,< 
Deep in a cliff-encircled lawn. 
What time the gtistemng vapours fled 
From cloud-envelop*d Qyder's head ; 
And on its sides the torrents gray 
Shone to the nioming's orient ray. 

' When Arthur bow'd his haughty crest. 
No princess, Teil'din azure vest, 
Snatch'd him, by Merlin's potent spell. 
In groves of golden bUss to dwell ; 
Where, crown'd widi wreaths of mistletoe, 
Slaughter'd kings in gloty go : 
But when he fell, with winged speed. 
His champions, on a milk-white steed. 
From the battle's hurricane. 
Bore him to Joseph's towered tant. 
In the fair vale of Avalon : 
There, with chanted orison. 
And the long blaze of tapers clear. 
The stoled fathers met liie bier : 
Through the dim aisles, in order dread 
Of martial woe, the chief they led. 
And deep intomb'd in holy ground. 
Before the altar's solemn bound. 
Around no dusky banners wave. 
No mouldering trophies mark the grave : 

K 3 
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Away the ruthless Dane has torn / 

Each trace that Time's slow touch had worn ; 

And long, o'er the neglected stone. 

Oblivion's vdl its shade has thrown. 

The foded tomb, fnth honour due, . 

•lis thine, O Henry, to renew ! 

Hiither, when Conquest has restored 

Yon recreant isle, and sheathed the sword ; 

When Peace with palm hascrown'd thy brows ; 

Haste thee, to pay thy pilgrim-vows : 

There, >ob8ervant of my lore. 

The pavement's hallow'd depth explore ; 

And thrice a fathom underneath 

IMve into the vaults of death. 

Tliere shall thine eye, with wild amaze. 

On his gigantic stature gaze ; 

There shalt thou find the monarch laid, 

All in warrior-weeds array'd ; 

Wearing in death his helmet-crown^ 

And weapons huge of old renown. 

Martial prince, 'tis thine to save 

From dark oblivion Arthur's grave ! 

So may thy ships securely stem 

The western frith ; thy diadem 

Shine victorious in the van. 

Nor heed the slings of Ulster's dan ; 

Hiy Norman pikemen win their way 

Up the dun rodcs of Harald's bay ; 

And from the steeps of rough Kildare 

Tliy prancing hoofe the folcon scare ; 

So may thy bow's unerring yew 

Its shafts in Roderic's heart imbrue.' 
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Amid the pealiug symphony 
The spiced goblets mantled high ; 
With passions new the song impress'd 
The listening Idng's impatient breast : 
Flash the keen lightnings^ from his eyes ; 
He scorns awhile his bold emprise ; 
Ev'n now he seems, with eager pace. 
The consecrated floor to trace. 
And ope, from its tremendous gloom. 
The treasure of the wondrous tomb ; 
Ev'n now he bums in thought to rear. 
From its dark bed^ the ponderous spear. 
Rough with the gore of Pictish kings ; 
Ev'n now fond hope his fancy wings 
To poise the monarch's massy blade, 
Of mag^c-temper'd metal made ; 
And drag to day the dinted shield 
That felt the storm of Camlan's field. 
O'er the sepulchre profound, 
Ev'n now, with arching sculpture crown'd. 
He plans the chantry's choral shrine. 
The d^y dirge, and rites dime. 



JOSEPH WARTON. 



ODE TO FANCY. 

O PARENT of eac|i lovely Muse ! 

Thy spirit o'er my soal difiiise ; 

O'er all my artless songs preside ; 

My footsteps to thy temple guide ; 

To offer at thy tarf-built shrine. 

In golden cups no costly ynne ; 

No murder'd fotling of the flock, 

But flowers and honey from the rock. 

O nymph ! with lopsely^flowing hair, 

With baskin*d leg, and bosom bare; 

Thy wsust with myrtle-girdle boimd. 

Thy brows with Indian feathers crown'd? 

Waving in thy snowy hand 

An all-comman<Ung magic wand ; 

Of power to bid fresh gardens blow 

'Mid cheerless Lapland's barren snow ; 

Whose rapid wings thy flight convey 

Through air, and over earth and sea; 

While the vast, various landscape lies 

Conspicuous to thy piercing eyes. 

O lover of the desert, haul ! 

Say, in what deep and pathless vale. 

Or on what hoary mountain's side, 

'Mid ^s of water, you reside ; 

'Mid broken rocks, a rugged scene. 

With green and grassy dales between ; 

'Mid forests dark, of aged oak,* 

Ne'er echoing with the woodman's stroke ; 

• Milton. II Peueroio. 



ODK TO FAKCT. 105 

Where never human art appear'd. 
Nor ev'n one straw-roofd cot was rear'd ; 
Where Nature seems to sit alone> 
Mi^estic on a craggy throne ; 
TeU me the path, sweet wanderer! teU, 
To thy unknown sequester'd cell ; 
Where woodbines cluster round the door, 
Where shells and moss o'erlay the floor, 
And on whose top a hawthorn blows. 
Amid whose thickly-woven boughs 
Some nighdngale still bmlds her nest. 
Each evening warbling thee to rest. 
Then lay me by the haunted stream, 
Rapt in some wild, poetic dream ; 
In converse while methinks I rove 
With Spenser through a fury grove ; 
Till suddenly awaked, I hear 
Strange whisper'd inusic in my ear ;' 
And my glad soul in bliss is drown'd 
By the sweetly-soothing sound I 
Me, Goddess, by the right-hand lead. 
Sometimes through the yellow mead. 
Where Joy, and white-robed Peace resort. 
And Venus keeps her festive court. 
Where Mirth and Youth each evemng meet. 
And lightly trip with nimble feet. 
Nodding their lily-crowned heads. 
Where Laughter rose-lipp'd Hebe leads ; 
Where Echo walks steep hills among. 
Listening to the shepherd's song : 
Yet not these flowery fields of Joy 
Can long my pensive mind employ. 

1 Milton. U Pouerofo. 
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Haste, Fancy, from tbe coenes of folly. 
To meet ^e matron Mdancfa<dy^ 
Goddess of the tearful eye. 
That loves to fold her amis, and sigh 
Let us with silent footsteps go 
To chamels, and the house of woe ; 
To gothic diurchel, vaults, and tombs. 
Where eadi sad night some virgin comes. 
With throbbing breast, and faded cheek. 
Her promised bridegroom's nm to seek ; 
Or to some abbey's mouldering towers. 
Where, to avoid cold wintry showers. 
The naked beggar shivering lies. 
While whistling tempests round her rise, 
xAnd trembles lest the totCeiing w^ 
Should on her sleeping infiemts fall. 
Now let us louder strike the lyre. 
For my heart glows with martial fire : 
I feel, I feel, with sudden heat. 
My big tumultuous bosom beat ; 
The trumpet's clangors pierce my ear, 
A thousand widows' shrieks I hear : 
* Give me another horse,' I cry, 
Lo, the base Gallic squadrons fly. 
Whence is this rage ?-^what spirit, say. 
To battle hurries me away ? 
Tis Fancy, in her fiery car. 
Transports me to the thickest war ; 
There whirls me o'er the hills of slain, ' 
Where Tumult and Destruction reign ; 
Where, mad with pain, the wounded steed 
Tramples the dying and the dead ; 
Where giant Terror stalks around. 
With sullen joy surveys the ground. 
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And, pointing to the ensanguined field, 
Shakes his dreadful Gorgon shield. 

O guide me from this horrid 8<^ne 
To high-arch'd wallis, and alleys green, 
Which lovely Laura seeks, to shtin 
The fervours of the mid-day BUn, 
The pangs of absence, O remove ! 
For thou canst place me near my love ; 
Canst fold in visionary bliss. 
And let me think I steal a kiss ; 
While her ruby lips dispense 
Luscious nectar*s quintessence I 
When young-eyed Spring profusely throws 
From her green lap the pink and rose ; 
When the soft turtle of the dale 
To Summer tells her tender tale ; 
When Autumn cooling caverns seeks. 
And stains with wine his jolly cheeks ; 
When Winter, like poor pilgrim old. 
Shakes his silver beard with cold ; 
At every season let my ear 
Thy solemn whispers. Fancy, hear. 
O warm, enthusiastic maid. 
Without thy powerful, vital aid, 
,That breathes an energy divine. 
That gives a soul to every line. 
Ne'er may I strive with lips profane 
To utter an unhallow'd str^n ; 
Nor dare to touch the sacred string. 
Save when with smiles thou bidd'st me sing. 
O hear our prayer, O hither come. 
From thy lamented Shakspeare's tomb. 
On which thou lovest to sit at eve. 
Musing o'er thy darling's grave *. 
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O queen of uambers ! once again 
Animate some chosen swain. 
Who, fill'd with unexhausted fire. 
May boldly smite the sounding lyi*e ; 
Who with some new, nnequallM song. 
May rise above the rhyming throng. 
O'er all our listening passions reign, 
O'erwhelm our souls with joy and pain» 
VnAi terror shake, with pity move, 
Ronse with revenge, or melt with love. 
O deign to attend his evening walk, 
Witii him in groves and grottoes talk ; 
Teach him to scorn, with frigid art. 
Feebly to touch the onraptured heart ; 
Like Ug^tning, let his mighty verse 
The bosom's inmost foldings pierce ; 
With native beauties win applause. 
Beyond cold critics' studied laws : 
O let each" Muse's fame increase 1 
O bid Britannia rival Greece ! 
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THE 

VANITY OP HUMAN WISHES : 

IX IMITATION OF 
THE TENTH SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 



Let observation with extensive view. 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru ; 
Remark each anxious toil, each eager strife, 
And watch the husy scenes of crowded life ; 
Then say how hope and fear, desire and hate, 
O'erspread with snares the clouded maze of fete. 
Where wavering man, betray'd by venturous pride, 
To tread the dreary paths without a guide ; 
As treacherous phantoms in the mist delude. 
Shuns fencied ills, or chases lury good. 
How rarely reason guides the stubborn choice. 
Rules the bold hand, or prompts the suppliant voice ! 
How nations sink, by darling schemes oppress'd. 
When vengeance listens to the fool's request ! 
Fate wings with every wish the afflictive dart. 
Each gift of nature, and each grace of art ; 
With fatal heat impetuous courage glows. 
With fatal sweetness elocution flows ; 
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Impeachment stops the speaker's powerful breath. 
And restless fire precipitates on death. 

But, scarce observed, the knowing and the bold 
Fall in the general massacre of gold ; 
Wide-wasting pest ! that rages unconfined, 
And crowds with crimes the records of mankind : 
For gold his sword the hireling ruffian draws ; 
For gold the hireling judge distorts the laws ; 
Wealth heap'd on wealth, nor truth nor safety bup. 
The dangers gather as the treasures rise. 

Let history tell where rival kings command. 
And dubious title shakes the madded land. 
When statutes glean the refuse of the sword. 
How much more safe the vassal than the lord ; 
Low sculks the hind beneath the rage of power. 
And leaves the wealthy traitor in the Tower ; 
Untouched his cottage, and his slumbers sound. 
Though confiscation's vultures hover round. 

The needy traveller, serene and gay. 
Walks the wild heath, and sings his toil away. 
Does envy seize thee ? crush the upbr^iUng joy,— » 
Increase his riches, and his peace destroy : 
New fears in dire vicissitude invade. 
The rustling brake alarms, and quivering shade ; 
Nor light nor darkness bring his pain relief, — 
One shows the plunder, and one hides the thief. 

Yet still one general cry the skies assails. 
And gain and grandeur load the tainted gales ; 
Few know the toiling statesman's fear or care,. 
The insidious rival and the gaping heir. 

Once more, Democritus, arise on earth. 
With cheerful wisdom and instructive mirth. 
See motley life in modern trappings dress'd,. 
And feed with varied fools the eternal jest ;. 
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ThoQ who oooldst laugh where want enchaiu'd ca- 
price. 
Toil cnish'd conceit, and man was of a piece ; 
Where wealth unloved without a mourner died ; 
And scarce a sycophant was fed by pride ; 
Where ne'er was known the form of mock debate. 
Or seen a new-made mayor's unwieldy state ; 
Where change of favourites made no change of laws. 
And senates heard before they judged a cause ; 
How wouldst thou shake at Britain's modish tribe. 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe-» 
Attentive truth and nature to descry. 
And pierce each scene with philosophic eye ! 
To tliee were solemn toys or empty show, 
Tlie robes of pleasure and the veils of woe : 
All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain. 
Whose joys are causeless, or whose griefis are vain. 

Such was the scorn that fill'd the sage's mind, 
Renew'd at every glance on human kind ; 
How just that scorn ere yet thy voice declare. 
Search every state, and canvass every prayer. 

Unnumber'd suppliants crowd Preferment's gate, 
Athirst for wealth, and burning to be great ; 
Delusive Fortune hears the incessant call. 
They mount, they shine, evaporate, and foil. 
On every stage the foes of peace attend. 
Hate dogs their flight, and insult mocks their end. 
Love ends with hope, the sinking statesman*s door 
Pours in the morning-worshipper no more ; 
For growing names the weekly scribbler lies. 
To growing wealth the dedicator flies ; 
From every room- descends the painted face. 
That hung the bright Palladium of the place, 
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And smoked in kitchens, or in auctions sold. 
To better features yields the frame of gold ; 
For now no more we trace in every line 
Heroic worth, benevolence divine : 
The form distorted justifies the fall. 
And detestation rids the indignant walU 

But will not Britain hear the last appeal^ 
Sign her foe's doom, or guard her favourite's zeal ? 
Through Freedom's sons no more remonstrance 

rings, 
Degiading nobles, and controlling kings ; 
Our supple tribes repress their patriot throats^ 
And ask no questions but the price of votes ; 
With weekly libels and septennial ale. 
Their wish is fiill to riot and to rail. " 

In full-blown dignity, see Wolsey stand. 
Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand : 
To him the church, the realm, their powers consign. 
Through him the rays of regal bounty shine. 
Still to new heights his restless wishes tower. 
Claim leads to claim, and power advances power ; 
mi conquest unresisted ceased to please. 
And rights submitted, left him none to seize. 
At length his sovereign frowns — the train of state 
Mark the keen glance, and watch tlie sign to hate. 
Where'er he turns he meets a stranger's eye. 
His suppliants scorn him, and his followers fly ; 
At once is lost the pnde of awful state, 
The golden canopy, the glittering plate. 
The regal palace, the luxurious board. 
The liveried army, and the menial lord. 
With ^ge, with cares, with maladies oppressed. 
He seeks the refuge of monastic rest. 
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Grief aids disease, remember'd folly stings. 
And his last sighs reproach the ^th of kings. 

Speak thou, whose thoughts at humble peace re- 
pine. 
Shall Wolsey's wealth, with Wolsey's end, be thine ? 
Or livest thou now, with safer pride content. 
The wisest justice on the banks of Trent ? 
For why did Wolsey, near the steeps of fate. 
On weak foundations raise the enormous weight ? 
Why, but to sink beneath misfortune's blow. 
With louder ruin to the gulfs below ? 

What gave great Viiliers to the assassin's knife, 
And fix'd disease on Harley's closing life ? 
What murdered Wentworth * , and what exiled Hyde«, 
By kings protected, and to kings allied ? 
What but their wish indulged in courts to shine. 
And power too great to keep, or to resign ? 

When first the college-rolls receive his name. 
The young enthusiast quits his ease for fame ; 
Through all his veins the fever of renown 
Spreads from the strong contagion of the gown ; 
O'er Bodley's dome his future labours spread. 
And Bacon's 3 mansion trembles o'er his head. 
Are these thy views ? proceed, illustrious youth ; 
And Virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth I 
Yet should thy soul indulge the generous heat. 
Till captive Science yields her last retreat ; 

1 Earl of Strafford. a Earl of Clarendon. 

3 There was a tradition, that the study of Friar Bacon, 
built on an arch over the bridge at Oxford, would fall, when 
a man greater than Bacon ^ould pass under it : but the 
study was taken down some years since, and left the tra- 
dition harmless. ; 
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Should Rewon guicle thee with her brightest ray. 
And pour on misty Doubt resistless day ; * 
Should no fiUse Kindness lure to loose delight. 
Nor Pruse relax, nor Difficulty fright ; 
Should tempting Novelty thy cell refhun. 
And Sloth effuse her opiate fumes in vain ; 
Should Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart. 
Nor claim the triumph of a ]ctter*d heart ; 
Should no Disease thy torpid veins invade. 
Nor Mdancholy's phantoms haiint thy shade ; 
Yet hope not life from grief or danger free. 
Nor think the doom of man reversed for thee : 
Deign on the passing world to turn thine eyes. 
And pause awhile from letters, to be wise ; 
There mark what ills the scholar's Ufe assail. 
Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail. 
See nations slowly wise, and meanly just. 
To buried merit raise the tardy bust. 
If dreams yet flatter, once again attend. 
Hear Lydiat's life, and Galileo's end 4. 

Nor deem, wlien Learning her las't prize bestows. 
The gUttering eminence exempt from woes ; 
See when the vulgar 'scape, despised or awed. 
Rebellion's vengeful talons seize on Lauds. 
From meaner minds, though smaller fines content 
The plunder'd palace or sequester'd rent ; 
Mark'd out by dangerous parts he meets the shock. 
And fatal Learning leads him to the block : 

4 Lydiat paised part of his life in prison, and Galileo lost 
his sight flrom continual application to his tdescope, added 
to the baneful effects of nocturnal air. 

s Archbishop of Canterbury ; beheaded on Tower-hill, 
1645. 
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Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep. 

But hear his death, ye blockheads ! hear and sleep. 

The festal blazes, the triumphal show. 
The ravish'd standard, and the captive foe. 
The senate's thanks, the gazette's pompous tale. 
With force resistless o'er the brave prevail. 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Asia whirl'd. 
For such the steady Romans shook the world ; 
For such in distant lands the Britons shine. 
And stain with blood the Danube or the Rhine ; 
This power has praise that virtue scarce can warm. 
Till ^me supplies the universal charm. 
Yet Reason frowns on War's unequal game. 
Where wasted nations raise a single name. 
And mortgaged states their grandsires' wreaths re- 
gret. 
From age to age in everlasting debt ; 
Wreaths which at last the dear-bought right convey 
To rust on medals, or on stones decay. 

On what £Dundation stands the warrior's pride. 
How just his hopes, let Swedish Charles decide ; 
A ^"ame of adamant, a soul of fire. 
No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 
0*er love, o'er fear, extends his wide domain, 
Unconquer'd lord of pleasure and of pain ; 
No joys to him pacific sceptres yield, — 
War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field ; 
Behold surrounding kings their powers combine. 
And one capitulate, and one resign ; 
Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in 
vain ; [msun ; 

* Think nothing g^n'd,' he cries, * till naught re- 
On Moscow's walls till Gothic standards fly. 
And all be miqe beneath the polar sky.' 
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The inarch begins in military state. 

And nations on his eye suspended wut ; 

Stem Famine guards the solitary coast. 

And Winter barricades the realms of Frost : 

He comes; not want and cold his course delay ;••« 

Hide, blushing Glory, hide Pultowa*s day : 

The ranquish'd hero leaves his broken bands. 

And shows his miseries in distant lands ; 

Condemn'd a needy supplicant to wait ; 

While ladies interpose, and slaves debate. 

But did not Chance at length her error mend ? . 

Did no subverted empire mark his end ? 

Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound ? 

Or hostile millions press him to the ground ? 

His fall was destined to a barren strand, 

A petty forti*ess, and a dubious hand; 

He left the name, at which the world grew pale. 

To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 

All times their scenes of pompous woes afford. 
From Persia's tyrant to Ba\'aria'8 lord. 
In gay hostility, and barbarous pride. 
With half mankind embattled at his side. 
Great Xerxes comes to seize the certain prey. 
And starves exhausted regions in his way ; 
Attendant Flattery counts his myriads o'er. 
Till counted myriads soothe his pride no more ; 
Fresh pnuse is tried till madness fires his mind. 
The waves he lashes, and enchains the wind ; 
New powers are claim'd, new powers are still be- 

Etow'd, 
Till rude resistance lops the spreading god ; 
The daring Greeks deride the martial show. 
And heap their valleys with the gaudy foe ; 
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Tbe insulted sea with humbler thoughts he gains,— 
A single sldff to speed his flight remains ; 
Hie encumber'd oar scarce leaves the dreaded coast 
Hirough purple billows and a floating host. 

The bold Bavarian, in a luckless hour. 
Tries the dread summits of Caesarian power ; 
li^th unexpected legions bursts away. 
And sees defenceless realms receive his sway ; 
Short sway! fair Austria spreads her mournful 

charms. 
The queen, the beauty, sets the world in arms ; 
From hill to hill the beacon's rousing blaze 
Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praise ; 
The fierce Croatian, and die wild Hussar, 
Aud all the sons of ravage, crowd the war ; 
The baffled prince in honour's flattering bloom 
Of hasty greatness finds the fatal doom. 
His foes' derision, and his subjects' blame. 
And steals to death from anguish aud from shame. 

' Enlai^e my life with multitude of days !* — 
In health, in sickness, thus the suppliant prays; 
Hides from himself his state, and shuns to know, 
Hiat life protracted is protracted woe. 
Time hovers o'er, impatient to destroy. 
And shuts up all the passages of joy. 
In vain their gifts the bounteous Seasons pour. 
The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flower,— 
With listless eyes the dotard views the store. 
He views, and wonders that they please no more ; 
Now pall the tasteless meats, and joyless wines. 
And Luxury with sighs her slave resigns. 
Approach, ye minstrels, try tlie soothing strain. 
And yield the tuneful lenitives of pain : 




12 JOHNSON. 

No sounds, alas ! would touch the impervious ear. 
Though dancing mountains witness'd Orpheus near ^ 
Nor lute nor lyr&his feeble power attend. 
Nor sweeter music of a virtuous friend ; 
But everlasting dictates crowd his tongue, 
Pervei-sdy grave, or positively wrong. 
The stiU-retarhing tale, and lingering jest. 
Perplex the fawning niece and pamper'd guest. 
While gro^ng hopes scarce awe the gathering sneer> 
And scarce a leg-acy can bribe to hear ; 
Tlie watchful guests still hint the last offence. 
The daughter's petulance, the son's expense ; 
Improve his heady rage with treacherous skill. 
And mould his passions till they make his will. 

Unnumber*d maladies his joints invade. 
Lay siege to life, and press llie dire blockade ; 
But unextinguish*d Avarice still remains. 
And dreaded losses aggravate his pains ; 
He turns, with anxious heart and crippled handSjr 
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands ; 
Or views his coffei's with suspicious eyes. 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant, the virtues of a temperate prime 
Bless with an age exempt ^m scorn or crime ; 
An age that melts in unperceived decay. 
And glides in modest innocence away ; 
Whose peaceful day Benevolence endears. 
Whose night congratulatmg Conscience cheers ; 
The general favourite, as the general fiiend : 
Such age there is, and who could wish its end I 

Yet ev'n on this her load Misfortune flings. 
To press the weary minute's flagging wings ; 
New sorrow rises as the day returns, 
A sister sicken^, or a daughter mourns. 
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Now kindred Merit fills the sable bier. 
Now lacerated Friendship claims a tear. 
Year chases year, decay pursues decay. 
Still drops some joy from withering life away ; 
New forms arise, and different riews engage. 
Superfluous lags the veteran on the stage. 
Till pitying Nature signs the last release. 
And bids afflicted worth retire to peace. 

But few there are whom hours like these await^ 
Who set unclouded in the gulfs of Fate. 
From Lydia's monarch should the search descend^ 
By Solon caution'd to regard his end ; 
In life's last sceue what prodigies surprise. 
Fears of the brave; and follies of the wise ! 
From Marlborough*s eyes the streams of dotage flow. 
And Swift expires a driveller and a show. 

The teeming mother, anxious for her race. 
Begs for each bii*th the fortune of a face : 
Yet Vane could tell what ills fi-om beauty spring $ 
And Sedley cursed the form that pleased a king. 
Ye nymphs of rosy lips and radiant eyes ! 
Whom pleasure keeps too busy to be wise ; 
Whom joys with soft varieties invite. 
By day the frolic, and the dance by night ; 
Who frown with vanity, who smile with art. 
And ask the latest fashion of the heart, [save. 
What' care, what rules your heedless charms shall 
Each nymph your rival, and each youth your slave ? 
Against your fsaae with fondness hate combines. 
The rival batters, and the lover mines. 
With distant voice neglected Virtue calls. 
Less heard and less, the faint remonstrance foils ;. 
Tired with contempt, she quits the slippery reign ^ 
And Pride and Prudence take her seat in vain. 
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Ill crowd al CMce, wiNare none the pass defend, 
TWe ksunuksa FVeediMn, ami Uie priTate Friend. 
TWe guardiana fitM, hf terce superior plied ; 
To lateitat, Piudeace ; and to Ftatteiy, Pride. 
Now Bt9My ftOli Win^, despised, distress'd. 
And kissing InfiMay prodidBs tKe rest. 

Wlieie then skaU Hope and Pear tlwir olgcots find ? 
Mnst duU Snapes^e conraipt tlie stagnant mind ? 
lAnst kelpleas »an, in ignorance sedate, 
Bott darkUng down tke torrent ofltts Cite ? 
Most no disKke aiana, no wi^ws rise. 
No cries ailempt tke Bercics of tlie skies? 
Inquirer^ cease ! petitkNMs yet remain 
Wkick Heaven mar kenr, nor deem religion vdn. 
StiU raise for good tke wppliniting roice» 
But leave to Heaven tke mensnre and dw dMnce. 
Safi^ in His power, wkose eyes fisccm aftr 
Tke secret ambnsk of a apecioos piayer : 
ImpkMre kis aid, in his decisions rest, 
Secnre wkate*er he giTcs, he gires tke hest. 
Yet whoi the sense of sacred presence fiica. 
And strong devotion to the skies aspires, 
Paur forth thy fervoars for a healthful mind, 
Ohedient passions, and a will resign'd ; 
For lore, wluch scarce collectiye man can fill ; 
For patience, sovereign o'er transmuted ill; 
F6r futh, that panting for a happier seat. 
Counts death kind Nature's signal of retreat : 
These goods for man the laws of Heaven oidain. 
These goods hb grants, who grants the power to 

g»D; 
Whh these celestial Wisdom calms Uie mind. 
And makes the happiness she does not find. 
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LONDON: 

IK IMITATIOK or 
THE THIRD SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 



-Quis ineptSB 



Tarn patiens urbis, tain ferreus ut .teneat se ? 

Jut. 



Though gi-ief and fondness in my breast rebel. 
When injured Thales * bids the town farewell ; 
Yet still my calmer thoughts his choice commend,^ 
•I praise the hermit, but regret the friend. 
Who now resolves, from vice and London far^ 
To breathe in distant fields a purer air ; 
And, fix'd on Cambria's solitary shore. 
Give to Saint David one true Briton more. 

For who would leave, unbribed, Hibemia's land^ 
Or change the rocks of Scotland for the Strand ? 
There none are swept by sudden fate away. 
Bat all whom hunger spares, with age decay : 
Here malice, rapine, accident, conspire. 
And now a rabble rages, now a fire ; 
Their ambush here relentless ruffians lay. 
And here the fell attorney prowls for prey ; 
Here falling houses thunder on your head. 
And here a female atheist talks you dead. 

1 By Thales some have understood Savage the poet, ivho 
took a Journey into Walea after thu poem waa published. 
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While "fhales waits the wherry that contains 
Of dissipated wealth the small remains. 
On Thames's banks, in silent thought we stood. 
Where Greenwich smiles upon the silver flood : 
Struck with the seat that gave Eliza* birth, 
We kneel, and kiss the consecrated earth ; 
In pleasing dreams the blissful age renew. 
And call Britannia's glories back to view ; 
Behold her cross triumphant on the mun, 
The guard of commerce, and the dread of Spain, 
Ere masquerades debauch'd, excise oppress'd. 
Or English honour grew a standing jest. 

A transient calm the happy scenes bestow. 
And for a moment lull the sense of woe. 
At length awaking, with contemptuous firown. 
Indignant Thales eyes the neighbouring town : 
* Since worth,' he cries, ' in these degenerate days^ 
Wants ev'n the cheap reward of empty pnuse ; 
In those cursed walls, devote to vice and gidn. 
Since unrewai*ded science toils in \ain ; 
Since hope bat soothes to double my distress^ 
And every moment leaves my little less ; 
While yet my steady steps no staff sustsdns> 
And life still vigorous revels in my veins ; 
Grant me, kind Heaven, to find some happier place. 
Where honesty and sense are no ^grace ; 
Some pleasing bank where verdant osiers play. 
Some peaceful ^-ale with Nature's painting gay ; 
Where once the harass'd Briton found repose. 
And safe in poverty defied his foes ; 
Some secret cell, ye powers, indulgent give. 
Let — live here, for has learn'd to live. 

• Queen Eliubetb« bom at Greenwich. 
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Here let those I'eign, whom pensions can incite 
To vote a patriot black, a courtier white ; 
Explain their country's dear-'bought rights away. 
And plead for pirates in the face of day 3; 
With slavish tenets tunt our poison'd youth. 
And lend a lie the confidence of truth. 
Let such raise palaces, and manors buy. 
Collect a tax, or farm a lottery ; 
With warbling eunudis fill a licensed stage 4, 
And lull to servitude a thoughtless age. 

' Heroes, proceed ! what bounds your pride shall 
hold ? 
What check restrain your thirst of power and gold ? 
Behold rebellious virtue quite o'erthrown ; 
Behold our fame, our wealth, our lives your own. 
To such, a groaning nation's spoils are given. 
When public crimes inflame the wrath of Heaven : 
But what, my friend, what hope remains for me. 
Who start at theft, and blush at perjury ? 
Who scarce forbear, though Brit^'s court he sing. 
To pluck a titled poet's borrow'd wing ; 
A statesman's logic unconvinced can hear. 
And dare to slumber o'er the. Gazetteer & : 
Despise a fool in half his pension dress'd. 
And strive in vain to laugh at H y's jest. 

' Others with softer smiles, and subtler art. 
Can sap the principles, or taint the heart ; 
With more address a lover's note convey. 
Or bribe a virgin's innocence away. 

3 The encroaohments of the Spaniards had been palliated 
in both houses of parliament. 

4 The licensing act had then lately passed. 

5 A paper which at that time contained apoli^es for the 
court. 

c3 
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Well may they rise, while I, whose rustic tongue 
Ne'er knew to puzzle right, or vamisih wrong, 
Spiim'd as a beggar, dreaded as a spy. 
Live unregarded, unlamented die. 

* Foi* what but social guilt the friend endears ? 
Who shares Orgilio*s crimes, his fortune shares. 
But thou, should tempting yillany present 

All Marlborough hoarded, or all Villiers spent. 
Turn from the glittering bribe thy scornful eye. 
Nor sell for gold, what gold could never buy,*— 
The peaceful slumber, self-approving day. 
Unsullied fame, and conscience ever gay. 

* The cheated nation's happy favourites, see ! 
Mark whom the great caress, who frown on me I 
London ! the needy villain's general home. 

The common sewer of Paris, and of Rome ; 
With eager thirst, by folly or by fete. 
Sucks in the dregs of each corrupted state. 
Forgive my transports on a theme like this,— 
I cannot bear a French metropolis. 

* Illustrious Edward ! from the realms of day. 
The land of heroes and of s^nts survey ; 

Nor hope the British lineaments to trace. 

The rustic grandeur, or the surly grace ; 

But, lost in thoughtless ease, and empty show. 

Behold the wan*ior dwindled to a beau ; 

Sense, freedom, piety, refined away. 

Of France the mimic, and of Spain the pcey. 

' All that at home no more can beg or steal. 
Or like a gibbet better than a wheel ; 
llissM from the stage, or hooted from the court. 
Their air, their dress, their politics import ; 
Obsequious, aitful, voluble, and gay. 
On Britain's fond credulity they prey. 
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No gainful trade their uidustry can 'scape, 
Hiey singy they dance, clean shoes, or cure a clap : 
All sciences a fisisting Monsieur knows. 
And bid him go to hell, to hell he goes. 

* Ah ! what arails it, that from slavery far, 
I drew the breath of life in English air ; 
Was early taught a Briton's right to prize. 
And li^ the tale of Henry's victories ; 

If the gull'd conqueror receives the chain. 
And flattery subdues when arms are vain ? 

* Studious to please, and ready to submit. 
The supple Gaul was bom a parasite : 

Still to his interest true, where'er he goes, 
"Wit, bravery, worth, his lavish tongue bestows ; 
In.every face a thousand graces shine. 
From every tongue flows harmony divine. 
These arts in v^ our rugged natives try. 
Strain out with faltering diffidence a lie. 
And gam a kick for awkward flattery. 

' Besides, with justice this discerning age 
Admires their wondrous talents for the stage : 
Well may they venture on the mimic's art. 
Who play from mom to night a borrow'd part ; 
Practised their master's notions to embrace. 
Repeat his maxims, and reflect his fyuce ; 
With every wild absurdity comply. 
And view each object with another's eye ; 
To shake with laughter ere the jest they hear. 
To pour at will the counterfeited tear. 
And, as their patron hints the cold or heat. 
To shake in dog-days, in December sweat. 
How, when competitors Uke these contend. 
Can surly virtue hope to fix a friend ? 
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Slaves that with serious itupudence beguile. 
And lie without a blush, without a smile ; 
Exalt each trifle, every vice adore. 
Your taste in snuff, your judgment in a whore ; 
Can Balbo's eloquence applaud, and swear 
He gropes his breeches with a monarch's idr. 

* For arts Uke these preferr'd, admired, caren*d> 
They first invade your table, then your breast ; 
Explore your secrets with insidious art, 

. Watch the weak hour, and ransack all the heart ; 
Then soon your ill-placed confidence repay. 
Commence your lords, and govern or betray. 

* By numbers here from shame or censure free> 
All crimes are safe but hated poverty : 

This, only this, the rigid law pursues. 

This, only this, provokes the snarling muse. 

The sober trader at a tatter'd doak 

Wakes from his dream, and laboura for a joke ; 

With brisker air the silken courtiers gaze. 

And turn the varied taunt a thousand virays. 

Of all the griefs that harass the distress'd. 

Sure the most bitter is a scornful jest ; 

Fate never wounds more deep the generous heart, 

Than when a blockhead's insult points the dart. 

* Has Heaven reserved, in pity to the poor. 
No pathless waste, or undiscover'd shore ? 
No secret tsland in the boundless main ? 

No peaceful desert yet unclaim'd by Spa^u * ? 
Quick let us rise, the happy seats explore, 
Aod bear oppression's insolence no more. 

6 The Spaniards at that time were said to make claim to 
some of our American provinces. 
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This mouruful truth is eveiy where confess'd,—- 
Slow i-ises worth, hy poverty depress'd : 
^ut here more slow, where all are slaves to gold. 
Where looks are merchandise, and smiles are sold ; 
Where, won by bribes, by flatteries implored. 
The groom retfuls the favours of his lord. 

* But hark ! the affrighted crowd's tumultuous cries 
Roll through the streets, and thunder to the skies : 
.Raised from some pleasing dream of wealth and 

power. 
Some pompous palace, or some blissful bower. 
Aghast you start, and scarce with aching sight 
Sustain the approaching fire's tremendous light ; 
Swift from pursuing horrors take your way. 
And leave your little all to flames a prey; 
Then through the world a wretched vagrant roam. 
For where can starving merit find a home ? 
In vain your mournful narrative disclose. 
While all neglect, and most insult your woes. 

* Should Heaven's just bolts Orgilio's wealth 

confound. 
And spread his flaming palace on the ground. 
Swift o'er the land the dismal rumoui* flies. 
And public mournings pacify the skies-; 
The laureate tribe in servile verse relate 
How rirtue wars with persecuting fate ; 
With well-feign'd gratitude the pension'd band 
Refund the plunder of the beggar'd land. 
. See ! while he builds, the gaudy vassals come. 
And crowd with sudden wealth the rising dome ; 
The price of boroughs and of souls restore. 
And raise his treasures higher than before : 
Now bless'd with all the baubles of the greats 
The polish'd marble, and the shining plate> 




.22 jOHirsoK. 

Org^o sees the golden pile aspire. 

And hopes from angry Heaven another fire* 

' Couldst thou resign the park and play oontent. 
For the fair banlts of Seyem or of Trent, 
There mightst thou find some elegant retreat. 
Some hireling senator's deserted seat ; 
And stretch thy prospects o'er the smiling land 
For less than rent the dungeons of the Strand ; 
There prune thy wallss, support thy drooping flowert, 
Dire|pt thy rivulets, and twine thy bowers ; 
And, while thy beds a cheap repast afford. 
Despise the dainties of a venal lord : 
There every bush with nature's music rings. 
There every breeze bears health upon its wings ; 
On all thy hours security shall smile. 
And bless thine evening walk and morning toil. 

' Prepare for death, if here at night you roam ; 
And sign your will before you sup from home. 
Some fiery fop, with new commission vsun. 
Who sleeps on brambles till he kills his man ; 
Some froUc drunkard, reeling from a fieast. 
Provokes a broil, and stabs you for a jest. 

' Yet ev'n these heroes, mischievously gay. 
Lords of the street, and terrors of the way ; 
Flush'd as they are with folly, youth, and wine. 
Their prudent insults to the poor confine ; 
Afar they mark the flambeau's bright approach. 
And shun the shining trsun, and golden coach. 

' In vain these dangers past, your doors you dose. 
And hope the balmy blessings of repose : 
Cruel with guilt, and daring with despur. 
The midnight murderer bursts the faithless bar; 
Invades the sacred hour of silent rest. 
And plants, unseen, a dagger in your breast. 
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' Scarce can our fields, such crowds at Tyburn 
die. 
With hemp the gallows and the fleet supply. 
Propose your schemes, ye senatorian band. 
Whose ways and means 7 support the sinking land ; 
Lest ropes be wanting in the tempting spring 
To rig another convoy for the king^. 

' A single jail, in Alfred's golden reign. 
Could half the nation's criminals contain; 
Fair Justice then, without constndnt adored. 
Held high the steady scale, but sheathed the sword ; 
No spies were paid, no special juries known ; 
Bless'd age ! but ah ! how different from our own ! 

' Much could I add, — ^but see the boat at hand. 
The tide, retiring, calls me from the land : 
Farewell ! — ^When youth, and health, and fortune 

spent. 
Thou fliest for refrige to the wilds of Kent ; 
And tired like me with follies and with crimes, 
In angry numbers wam'st succeeding times ; 
Then shall thy friend, nor thou refrise his aid. 
Still foe to Wee, forsake his Cambrian shade ; 
In virtue's cause once more exert his rage, 
Thy satire point, and animate thy page/ 

7 A tedmical term in parUament for nising money. 
• The natkm was then diaoontented at the repeated visits 
made by George the Second to Hanover. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

Friendship, peculiar boon of Heaven, 
The noble mind's delight and pride. 

To men and angels only given. 
To all the lower world denied. 

While love, unknown among the bless'd. 
Parent of thousand wild desires. 

The savage and the human breast 
Torments alike with raging fires. 

With bright, but oft destructive gleam. 
Alike o'er all his lightnings fly ; 

Thy lambent glories only beam 
Around the favourites of the sky. 

Thy gentle flows of guiltless joys 
On fools and villains ne'er descend ; 

In vain for thee the tyrant sighs, 
And hugs a flatterer for a friend. 

Directress of the brave and just, 

O guide us through life's darksome way ! 
And let the tortures of mistrust 

On selfish bosoms only prey. 

Nor shall thine ardors cease to glow. 
When souls to peaceful climes remove ; 

What radsed our virtue here below 
Shall aid our happiness above. 
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THE YOUNG AUTHOR. 

When first the peasant, long inclined to roam, 
Forsakes his rural sports and peaceful home. 
Pleased with the scene the smilin)]: ocean yields. 
He scorns the verdant meads and flowery fields ; 
Then dances jocund o*er the watery way. 
While the breeze whispers, and the streamers play -. 
Unbounded prosiiectsin his bosom roll. 
And future millions lift his rising soul ; 
In blissful dreams he digs the golden mine, 
And raptured sees the new-found ruby shine. • 
Joys insincere ! thick clouds invade the §kies. 
Loud roar the billows, high the waves arise ; 
Sickening with fear, he longs to view the shore, 
And vows to trust the faithless deep no more. 
So the Young Author, panting after fame. 
And the long honours of a lasting name. 
Intrusts his happiness to human kind, 
More false, more cruel, than the seas or wind. 
' Toil on, dull crowd,* in ecstasies he cries, 
' For wealth or title, perishable prize ; 
While I those transitory blessings scorn. 
Secure of pndse from ages yet unborn.' — 
This thought once form*d, all counsel comes too late. 
He flies to press, and hurries on his fate ; 
Svriftly he sees the imagined laurels spread. 
And feels the unfading wreath surround his head. 
Wam'd by another's fote, vain youth, be wise. 
Those dreams were Settle's once, and Ogilby's ! ^ 

« Settle was city poet, and Ogilby a neglected tramlator 
of Homer and VirgiL 

D 
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The pamphlet spreads, incessant hisses rise. 
To some retreat the baffled writer flies ; 
Where no sour critics snarl, no sneers molest. 
Safe from the tart lampoon, and sting^g jest ; 
There begs of Heaven a less distinguish'd lot. 
Glad to be hid, and proud to be forgot. 



OV THE 

DEATH OF DR. ROBERT LEVET, 

Condemn'd to Hope's delusive mine. 

As on we toil firom day to day. 
By sudden blasts or slow decline. 

Our social comforts drop away. 

Well tried through many a varying year. 

See Levet to the grave descend. 
Officious, innocent, sincere. 

Of every friendless name the friend. 

Yet still he fills affection's eye. 
Obscurely wise and coarsely kind ; 

Nor, letter'd arrogance, deny 
Thy praise to merit unrefined. 

When fainting Nature call'd for sud. 
And hovering Death prepared the blow. 

His vigorous remedy displa/d 
The power of art without the show. 
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lu misery's darkest cavern known, 

His useful care was ever nigh. 
Where hopeless anguish pour'd his groan. 

And lonely want retired to die. 

No summons mock'd by chill delay. 

No petty gain disdain'd by pride ; 
The modest wants of eveiy day 

The toil of every day supplied. 

His virtues walk'd their narrow round. 
Nor made a pause, nor left a void ; 

.And sure the Eternal Master found 
The single talent well employed. 

The busy day — the peaceful night, 

Unfelt, uncounted, glided by ; 
His frame was firm — his powers were bright. 

Though now his eightieth year was nigh. 

Then with no fiery, throbbing pain. 

No cold gradations of decay, 
Death broke at once the vital chain. 

And forced his soul the nearest v^y. 
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PROLOGUES, 

ETC. 



TO IRENE. 



Ye glittering train ! whom lace and velvet bless. 
Suspend the soft solicitudes of dress ; 
From groveling business and superfluous care. 
Ye sons of Avarice I a moment spare : 
Votaries of Fame and worshippers of Power ! 
Dismiss the pleasing phantoms for an hour. 
Our daring bard, with spirit unconfined. 
Spreads wide the mighty moral of mankind. 
Learn here how Heaven supports the virtuous mind. 
Daring, though calm ; and vigorous, though resign'd. 
Learn here- what anguish racks the guiltj breast. 
In power dependent, in success depressed. 
Learn here that peace from innocence must flow ; 
All else is empty sound and idle show. 

If truths like these with pleasing language join ; 
Ennobled, yet unchanged, if nature shine : 
If no wild draught depart from reason's rules. 
Nor gods his heroes, nor his lovers fools : 
Intriguing wits ! his artless plot forgive ; 
And spare him, beauties ! though his lovers live. 

Be this at least his praise ; be this his pride ; 
To force applause no modem arts are tried. 
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Should partial cat-calls ail his hopes confound. 
He bids no trumpet quell the fatal sound. 
Should welcome sleep relieve the weary wit. 
He rolls no thunders o*er the drowsy pit. 
No snares to captivate the judgment spreads ; 
Nor bribes your eyes to prejudice your heads. 
Unmoved, though witlings sneer and rivals rail ; 
Studious to please, yet not ashamed to fail. 
He scorns the meek address, the suppliant strain^ 
With merit needless, and without it vain : 
In Reason, Natui-e, Truth, he dares to trust : 
Ye fops, be silent ! and ye wits, be just ! 



SPOKEN BY GARRICK, 

AT THE OPENING OF THE THEATRE-ROYAL, DRURY** 

LANE, 1747. 

When Learning's triumph o'er her barbarous foes 
First rear'd the stage, immortal Shakspeare rose ; 
Each chauge of many-colour'd life he drew. 
Exhausted worlds, and then imagined new : 
Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign. 
And panting Time toiPd after him in vain. 
His powerful strokes presiding truth impressM, 
And unresisted passion storm'd the breast. 

Then Jonson came, instructed from the school. 
To please in method, and invent by rule ; 
His studious patience and laborious art. 
By regular approach, essay'd the heart : 
Cold approbation gave the lingering bays ; 
For those who durst not censure, scarce could praise. 

d3 
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A mortal born, he met the geDei'al doom. 
But left, like Egypt's kings, a lasting tomb. 

The wits of Charles found easier ways to fome. 
Nor >^ish'd for Jonson's art, or Sbakspeare's flame* 
Themselves they studied ; as they felt, they writ : 
Intrigue was plot, obscenity was wit. 
\lce always found a sympathetic friend ; 
lliey pleased their age, and did not aim to mend. 
Yet bards like these aspired to lasting praise. 
And proudly hoped to pimp in future days. 
Their cause was general, their supports were strong ; 
Their slaves were willing, and their reign was long r 
Till shame regun'd the post that sense betray'd. 
And virtue call'd oblivion to her aid. 

Then crush'd by rules, and weaken'd as refined. 
For years the power of Tragedy declined ; 
From bard to bard the frigid caution crept. 
Till declamation roar'd whilst passion slept : 
Yet still did \^rtue deign the stage to tread. 
Philosophy I'emain'd, though Nature fled. 
But forced, at length, her ancient reign to quit. 
She saw great Faustus lay the ghost of wit ; 
Exultiug folly hurd the joyous day. 
And pantomime and song confirmed her sway. 

But who the coming changes can presage. 
And mark the future periods of the stage ? 
Perhaps, if skill could distant times explore. 
New Behns, new Durfeys, yet remain in store j » 
Perhaps where Leai* has raved, and Hamlet died. 
On flying cars new sorcerers may ride ; 
Perhaps (for who can guess the effects of chance ?) 
Here Hunt may box, or Mahomet may dance. 

> Mrs. Behn was a writer of loose plays and novels, &c» 
and Tom Durfey was a facetious low dramatist. 
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Hai'd is his lot tliat here, by fortune placed. 
Must watch the wild vicissitudes of taste ; 
With every meteor of caprice must play. 
And chase the new-blown bubbles of the day. 
Ah ! let not censure term our fate our choice. 
The stage but echoes back the public voice ; 
The drama's laws the drama's patrons give. 
For we that live to please, must please — to li^^e. 

Then prompt no more the follies you decry. 
As tyrants doom their tools of guilt to die ; 
Tis yours, this night, to bid the reign commence 
Of rescued nature and reviving sense ; 
To chase the charms of sound, the pomp of show. 
For useful mirth and salutary woe ; 
Bid scenic virtue form the rising age. 
And truth diffuse her radiance from the stage. 



SPOKEN BY GARRICK, APRIL 5, 1760, 

BEFORE THE MASQUE OF COMUS, 

Acted at Drury-Lane Theatre^ for the Beiu^fit of 
MiUorCt Grand-dat^kteu 

Ye patriot crowds who bum for England's fame. 
Ye nymphs whose bosoms beat at Milton's name. 
Whose generous zeal,unbought by flattering rhymes, 
8hames the mean pensions of Augustan times ; 
Immortal patrons of succeeding days. 
Attend this prelude of perpetual prsuse ; 
Let Wit condemu'd the feeble war to wage 
With close malevolence, or public rage ; 
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Let Study, worn with virtue's fruitless lore. 

Behold this theatre, and grieve ho more. 

This night, distinguished hy your smiles, shall tell. 

That never Britain can in vam excel ; 

The slightest arts futurity shall trust. 

And rising ages hasten to- be just. 

At length our mighty bard's victorious lays 
Fill the loud voice of universal praise ; 
And baffled spite, with hopeless anguish dumb. 
Yields to renown the centuries to come ; 
With ardent haste, each candidate of fome 
Ambitious catches at his towering name : 
He sees, and pitying sees, vain wealth bestow 
Those pageant honours which he scom'd below ; 
While crowds aloft the laureate bust behind. 
Or trace his form on drculating gold. 
Unlcnown — unheeded, long his offspring lay. 
And Want hung threatening o'er_her slow decay. 
What though she shine with no Miltonian fire. 
No favouring muse her morning dreams inspire ! 
Yet softer claims the melting heart engage. 
Her youth laborious, and her blameless age ; 
Hers the mild merits of domestic life, 
^Flie patient sufferer, and the faithful wife. 
Thus graced with humble virtue's native charms. 
Her grandsire leaves her in Britannia's arms ; 
Secure with peace, with competence to dwell, 
While tutelary nations guard her cell. 
Youra is the charge, ye fair, ye wise^ ye braw ! 
'Tis yours to crown desert beyond the grave. 
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TO GOLDSMITH'S COMEDY OF THE GOOD^ 
NATURED MAN. 1769. 

Press'd by the load of life, the weary mind 

ISurveys the general toil of human kind. 

With cool submission joins the labouring train. 

And social sorrow loses half its p^n : 

Our ansous bard without complaint may share 

Hiis bustling season's epidemic care ; 

Like Caesar's pilot dignified by fate, 

Toss'd in one common storm with all the great ; 

Distressed alike the statesman and the imt. 

When one a borough courts, and one the pit. 

The busy candidates for power and fame 

Have hopes, and fears, and wishes, just the same; 

Disabled both to combat, or to fly, 

Must hear all taunts, and hear without reply. 

Uncheck'd on both, loud i*abbles vent their rage. 

As mongrels bay the lion in a cage. 

The offended burgess hoards his angry tale 

For that bless'd year when all that vote may rail 5 

Their schemes of spite the poet's foes dismiss 

TSll that glad night when all that hate may hiss. 

' This day the powder'd curls and golden coat,' 
Says swelling Crispin, * begg'd a cobbler's vote.' — 
* This night our wit,' the pert apprentice cries, 
' Lies at my feet ; I hiss him,^and he dies.* 
The great, 'tis true, can charm the electing tribe ; 
The bard may supplicate, but cannot bribe. 
Yet, judged by those whose voices ne'er were sold. 
He feels no want of ill-persuading gold ; 
But confident of praise, if praise be due. 
Trusts ^thoat fear to merit and to you. 
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TO 

THE COMEDY OF A WORD TO THE WISE>. 

This night presents a play whidi public rage^ 
Or right, or wrong, once hooted from the stf^*» 
From zeal, or malice, now no more we dread^ 
For EnglisAi vengeance wars not with the dead. 
A generous foe regards with pitying eye 
*rtke man whom fate has laid where aU must lie. 

To wit, reviving from its author's dust. 
Be kind, ye judges ; or at least be just. 
For no renewed hostilities invade . 
The oblivious grave's inviolable shadow 
Let one great payment eveiy daim appease; 
And him who cannot hurt, allow to please ; 
To please by scenes unconscious of oflfenee> 
By harmless merriment, or useful sense. 
Where aught of bright or fair the piece displays. 
Approve it only — ^"tis too late to praise ! 
If want of skill, or want of care appear. 
Forbear to hiss — ^the poet cannot hear ! 
By all like him must praise and blame be found. 
At best a fleeting gleam, or empty sound. 
Yet then shall calm reflection bless the night. 
When liberal pity dignified delight ; 
When pleasure fired her torch at virtue's flame. 
And mirth was bounty with an humbler name. 

1 Performed at Covent Garden Theatre for the benefit of 
Mrs^ Kelly, widow of Hugh Kelly, Esq. (the author of the 
play) and her children, 1777> 

• Upon the first reinresentation of this play, in 1770, it 
suflfered coadmuwtion from the violeiMe of party. 
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EPILOGUE, 

INTENDED TO HAVE BEEN SPOKEN BY A LADY WHO 
WAS TO PERSONATE THE GHOST OF HERMIONB *• 

Ye blooming traiu, who give despair or joy. 
Bless with a smile, or with a frown destroy ; 
In whose fsur cheeks destructive Cupids wait, 
And with unerring shafts distribute fate j 
Whose snowy breasts, whose auimated eyes. 
Each youth admii-es, though each admirer dies ; 
Whilst you deride their pangs in barbarous play, 
Unpitying see them weep and heai* them pray. 
And unrelenting sport ten thousand lives away; 
For yon, ye fair, I quit the gloomy plains. 
Where sable night in all her horror reigns ; 
No fragrant bowers, no delightful glades 
Receive the unhappy ghosts of scornful maids. 
For kind, for tender nymphs, the myrtle blooms. 
And weaves her bending boughs in pleasing glooms; 
Pereimial roses deck each purple vale. 
And scents ambrosial breathe in every gale ; 
Far hence are banish'd vapours, spleen, and tears. 
Tea, scandal, ivory teeth, and languid airs ; 
No pug, nor fovourite Cupid> there enjoys 
Hie balmy kiss, for which poor Thyrsis dies ; 
Form'd to delight, they use no foreign arms. 
Nor torturing whalebones pinch them into charms ; 

> Some young ladies at Lichfield having proposed to act 
' The Distressed Mother/ Johnson wrote this, and gave it 
to Mr. Hector to convey privately to them. 
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No conscious blushes there their cheeks inflame. 

For those who feel no guilt can know no shame; 

Unfaded still their former charms they show. 

Around them pleasures vmt, and joys for ever new. 

But cruel virgins meet severer fates ; 

£zpell*d and enled from the blissful seats. 

To dismal realms, and regions void of peace. 

Where furies ever howl, and serpents hiss. 

O'er the sad plsdns perpetual tempests sigh ; 

And poisonous vapours, blackening all the sky. 

With livid hue the furest face o'ercast. 

And every beauty withers at the blast : 

Where'er they fly their lovers' ghosts pursue. 

Inflicting all those ills which once they knew; 

Vexation, fury, jealousy, desp^r. 

Vex every eye, and every bosom tear ; 

Hieir foul deformities by all descried. 

No mtud to flatter, and no paint to hide. 

Then melt, ye fair, while crowds around you sigh. 

Nor let disdain sit lowering in your eye ; 

With pity soften every awful gittce. 

And beauty smile auspicious in each face ; 

To ease their p^s exert your milder power. 

So shall you guiltless reign, and all mankind adore. 
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MY MARY, 
YARDLEY OAK, 

AND 

OTHER POEMS. 




C O W P E R. 

TO MARY. 

AUTUMN OF 1793. 



The twentieth year is well nigh pass'd 

Since first our sky was overcast. 

Ah would thatr-^is-'might be the last. 

My Mary ! 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow ; 
1 see thee daily weaker grow — 
'Twas my distress that brought thee low. 

My Mary ! 

Thy needles, once a shining store^ 
For my sake restless heretofore, 
Now rust disused, and shine no more. 

My Mary! 

For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The same kind office for me stilly 
Thy sight now seconds not thy will. 

My Mary ! 
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But well thou play'dst the housewife's pari 
And all thy threads, with magic art. 
Have wound themselves about this heart. 

My Mar] 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language ntter'd in a dream ; 
Yet me they charm, whate*er the theme. 

My Marj 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright^ 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light^ 

My Mar) 

For could I view nor them nor thee. 
What sight worth seeing could I see ? 
The sun would rise in vtUn for me. 

My Mar) 

Partakers of thy sad decline. 

Thy hands their little force resign ; 

Yet gently press'd, press gently mine. 

My Mary 

Such feebleness of limbs thou provest. 
That now at every step thou movest 
Upheld by two, yet still thou lovest. 

My Mary 

And still to love, though press'd with iU^ 
In wintry age to feel no chill, 
"With me is to be lovely still, 

My Mary 



SONNET TO MRS. UNWIN. 

But ah ! by constant heed I know. 
How oft the sadness that I show> 
Thmsforms thy smiles to looks of woe, 

My Mary I 

And should my future lot be cast 
With much resemblance of the past, 
Thy worn-out heart will break at last, 

. My Mary ! 



SONNET TO MRS, UNWIN. 

1793. 

Mary ! I want a lyi*e with other strings. 

Such' aid from Heaven as some have feign'd they 

drew. 
An eloquence scarce given to mortals, new 

And undebased by praise of meaner things. 

That ere through age or woe I shed my wings, 
I may record thy worth with honour due. 
In verse as musical as thou art true. 

And that immortalizes whom it sings. 

But thou hast little need. There is a book 
By seraphs writ with beams of heavenly light. 

On which the eyes of God not rarely look, 
A chronicle of actions just and bright ; 

Hiere all thy deeds, my foithful Mary, shine ; 
And, since thou own'st that praise, I spare thee 
miner 

b3 
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YARDLEY OAK, 

1791. 

Survivor sole, and hardly such, of all 
lliat once lived here, thy brethren, at my birth 
(Smce which I number threescore winters pass'd), 
A shatter'd veteran, hoUow-trunk'd perhapsj^ 
As now, and with excoriate forks deform^ 
Relics of ages ! Could a mind, imbued 
With truth from Heaven, created thing adore, 
I might with reverence kneel, and worship thee. 

It seems idolatry with some excuse. 
When our forefather Druids in their oaks 
Imagined sanctity. The conscience, yet 
Unpurified by an authentic act 
Of amnesty, the meed of blood divine. 
Loved not die light ; but, gloomy, into gloom 
Of thickest shades, like Adam after taste 
Of fruit proscribed, as to a refuge, fled. 

Thou wast a bauble once ; a cup and ball. 
Which babes might play with ; and the thievish jay. 
Seeking her food, with ease mi^t have purloin'd 
The auburn nut that held thee, swallowing down 
Thy yet close-folded latitude of bou^. 
And all thine embryo vastness at a gulp. 
But Fate thy growth decreed ; autumnal nuns 
Beneath thy parent tree mellow'd the soil 
Design'd thy cradle ; and a skipping deer. 
With pointed hoof dibbling the glebe, prepared 
The soft receptacle. In which, secure, 
^rhy rudiments should sleep the winter through. 

So Fancy dreams. Disprove it, if ye can. 
Ye reasoners broad awake, whose busy search 
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Of argument, employ 'd too oft amiss, 
Sifts half the pleasure of sweet life away ! 

Thou fell'st mature ; and in the loamy clod 
Swelliug with vegetative force instinct. 
Didst burst thine egg, as theirs the fabled Twins, 
Now stars; tw^ lobes, protruding, psdr'd exact ; 
A leaf succeeded, and another leaf ; 
And, all the elements thy puny growth 
Fostering propitious, thou becamest a twig. 

Who lived, when thou wast such ? O, couldst 
thou speak. 
As in Dodona once thy kindred trees 
Oracular, I would not curious ask 
The future, best unknown, but at thy mouth 
Inquisitive, the less ambiguous past. 

By thee 1 might correct, erroneous oft. 
The clock of history, facts and events 
Timing more punctual, unrecorded focts 
Recovering, and misstated setting right — 
Desperate attempt, till trees shall speak again ! 

iHme made thee what thou wast, king of the 
woods; 
And Time hath made thee what thou art — a cave 
For owls to roost in. Once thy^ spreading boughs 
O'erhung the champaign ; and the numerous flocks 
That grsfeed it, stood beneath that ample cope 
Uncrowded, yet safe-shelter'd from the storm. 
No flock frequents thee now. Thou hast outlived 
Hiy popularity, and art become 
(Unless verse rescue thee awhile) a thing 
Forgotten, as the foliage of thy, youth. 

While thus through all the stages thou hast push'd 
Of tree^p — first a seedling hid in grass ; 
Then twig; then sapling; and, as century rolled ^ 
Slow after century, a giant bulk 
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Of girth enormous, with moss-coshSoo'd root 
Upheaved above the soil, and sides emboes'd 
With prominent wens globose — till at the last 
The rottenness, which time is charged to inflict 
On other mighty ones, found also thee. 

What exhibitions various hath the world 
Witness'd of mutability in all 
That we account nK)st durable below! 
Change is the diet on which all subsist. 
Created diangeable, and change at last 
Destroys them. Skies uncertain now the heat 
Transmitting cloudless, and the solar beam 
Now quenching in a boundless sea of douds — 
Calm and alternate storm, moisture and drought. 
Invigorate by turns the springs of life 
In all that live — plant, animal, and man — , 
And in conclusion mar them. Nature's threads. 
Fine passing thought, ev'u in her coarsest works. 
Delight in agitation, yet sustain 
The force that agitates, not unimpairM ; 
But, vrora by frequent impulse, to the cause 
Of their best tone their dissolution owe. 

Thought cannot spend itself, comparing still 
The great and little of thy lot, thy growth 
From almost nullity into a state 
Of matchless grandeur, and declension thence. 
Slow, into such magnificent decay. 
Time was, when, settling on thy leaf, a fly 
Could shake thee to the root — and time has been 
When tempests could not. At thy firmest age 
Thou faadst within thy bole solid contents. 
That might have ribb'd the sides and plank 'd the deck 
Of some flagg'd admiral; and tortuous anns. 
The shipwright's darling treasure, didst present 

the four-quarter'd winds, robust and bold. 
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Warp'd into tongh knee-timber ^^ many a load! 
Bnt the axe spared thee. In those thriftier days 
Oaks fell not, hewn by thousands, to supply 
The bottomless demands of contest, waged 
For senatmial honours. Thus to Time 
The task was left to whittle thee away 
^th his sly sqrthe, whose ever-nibbling edge. 
Noiseless, an atom, and an atom more. 
Disjoining, from the rest, has, unobserved. 
Achieved a labour, which had far and wide. 
By man performed, made all the forest ring. 

Embowel'd now, and of thy ancient sdf 
Possessing naught but the scoop'd rind, that seems 
A huge throat, calling to the clouds for drink. 
Which it would give in rivulets to thy root/-* 
Thou temptest none, but rather much forbidst 
The feller's toil, which thou couldst ill requite. 
Yet is thy root sincere, sound as tlie rc>ck, 
A quarry of stout spurs and knotted fangs. 
Which, crook'd into a thousand whimsies, clasp 
The stubborn soil, and hold thee still erect. 

So stands a kingdom, whose foundation yet 
Fsdls not, in virtue and in wisdom laid ; 
Though all the superstructure, by the tooth 
Pulverised of venality, a shell 
Stands now, and semblance only of itself! 

lliine arms have left thee. Winds have rent 
them off 
Long since, and rovers of the forest vrild 
With bow and shaft have bum'd them. Some 
have left 

* Knee-timber is found in the crooked arms of oak, which, 
by reason of tiieir distortion, are easily adjusted to the angle 
formed where the deck and tiie ship^a aides meeC 
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A splinter'd stump, bleach'd to a snowy white ; 
And some, memorial none where once they grew* 
Yet life still lingers in thee, and puts forth 
Proof notxxmtemptible of what «he can. 
Even where death predominates. The spring 
Finds thee not less alive to her sweet fbroe, 
Thaq yonder upstarts of the neighbouring ¥70od. 
So much thy juniors, who their birth received 
Half a miUenium since the date of thine. 

But since, although well qualified by age 
To teach, no spirit dwells in thee, nor voice 
May be expected from thee, seated heie 
On thy distorted root, with hearers none. 
Or prompter, save the scene — 1 will perform. 
Myself the oracle, and will discourse 
In my own ear such matter as I may. 

One man alone, the father of us all. 
Drew no}; his life from woman ; never gazed^ 
With mute unconsciousness of what he saw. 
On all around him ; leam'd not by degrees. 
Nor owed articulation to his ear ; 
But, moulded by his Maker into man 
At once, upstood intelligent, survey'd 
All creatures, with precision understood 
TTieir purport, uses, properties, assign'd 
To each his name significant, and, fill'd 
With love and wisdom, rendered back to Heaven, 
In praise harmonious, the first air he drew. 
He was excused the penalties of dull 
Minority. No tutor charged his hand 
With the thought-tracing quill, or task'd his mind 
With problems. History, not wanted yet, 
Lean'd on her elbow, watching Time, whose course 
Eventful should supply her with a theme. 



f 
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OK THE 

RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER'S PIC 
TURE OUT OF NORFOLK. 

THE GIFT OF MY COUSIN ANNE BODHAM* 

O THAT those lips had language ! Life has pass'd 
With me hut roughly since I heard thee last. 
Those lips are thine — thy own sweet smile I see. 
The same that oft in childhood solaced me : 
Voice only fsdls, else how distinct they say, 
* Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears away!' 
The meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
(Bless'd he the art that can immortalize. 
The art that baffles lime's tyrannic cl^m 
To quench it !) here shines on me still the same. 
Faithful remembrancer of one so dear, 

welcome guest, though unexpected here ! 
Who bidst me honour with an artless song, 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long, — 

1 will obey, not willingly sdone. 

But gladly as the precept were her owu : 
And, while that face renews my filial grief. 
Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief. 
Shall steep me in Elysian reverie, 
A momeptary dream, that thou art she. 

My Mother ! when I leam'd that thou wast dead. 
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed ? 
Hover'd thy spirit o'er thy sorrowing son. 
Wretch even then, life's journey just begun ? 
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Perhaps thou gavest me, though nnfdt, a kiss ; 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss-^ 
Ahy that maternal smile ! it answers — ^Yes. 
I heard the bell toU'd on thy burial day, 
I saw the hearse that bore Uiee slow a^y. 
And, turning from my nursery window^ 4^ew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adie|^ ! 
But was it such ? — ^It was — ^where thou art gone 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown. 
May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore. 
The parting word shall pass my lips no more ! 
Thy nuudens grieved themselves at my concern ; 
Oft gave me promise of thy quick return. 
What ardently I wish*d, I long believed. 
And, disappointed still, was still deceived ; 
By expectation every day beguiled. 
Dupe of tO'fnorrow even from a child. 
Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went. 
Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 
I leam'd at last submission to my lot. 
But, though I less deplored th^e, ne'er forgot. 

Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more ; 
Children not thine have trod my nursery floor; 
And where the gardener Robin, day by day. 
Drew me to school along the public way. 
Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapp'd 
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet cap, 
Tis now become a history little known. 
That once we call'd the pastoral house our own. 
Short-lived possession ! but the record fsur 
My memory keeps of all thy kindness there. 
Still outlives many a storm that has effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced. 
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Thy nightly visits to my chamber made^ 
That thou mightst know me safe and warmly laid; 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home. 
The biscuit, or confectionary plum ; 
The fragrant waters on my cheelcs bestow'd 
By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glow'd; 
All this, and more endearing still than all. 
Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall. 
Ne'er roughen'd by those cataracts and breaks. 
That humour interposed too often ms^es ; 
All this still legible in memory's page. 
And still to be so to my latest age. 
Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Sudi honours to thee as my numbers may ; 
Perhaps a frsdl memorial, but sincere. 
Not scom'd in heaven, though little noticed here. 
Could Tlme^ his flight reversed, restore the hours. 
When, playing with thy vesture's tissued flowers. 
The violet, the pink, and jessamine, 
I prick'd them into paper with a pin 
(And thou wast hsq^pier than mysdf the while, 
Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head, and 

smile) , 
Could those few pleasant dsfjfi ag^n appear. 
Might one wish bring them, — ^would I wish them 

here? 
I would not trust my heart — ^the dear delight 
Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might.— 
But no— what here we cail our life is such. 
So little to be loved, and thou so mnch^ 
That I should lU requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. ^ 

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion's c6ast 
(The storms all weather'd and the ocean cro?s'd} , 

c 
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Shoots into port at some wdl havoi'd iale^ 
Where spices breathe, and brif^ter seasons miile. 
There sits quiescent on the floods, that show 
Her beanteoos form collected dear below. 
While airs impregnated with incense play 
Around her, fanning lij^t her streamers gay ; 
So thou, with ssuls how swift ! hast reach'd the shore 
* Where tempests never beat nor billows roart ;' 
And thy 1ot»1 consort on the daqgerous tide 
Of life long since has anchor'd by thy side. 
But me, scarce hoping to attain thatYest, 
Always from port withheld, always distress'd— 
Me howling blasts drive devious, tempest-toss'd, . 
Sails ripp'd, seams opening wide, and compass lost. 
And day by day some current's Uiwarting fbite 
Sets me more distant from a proqierous course. 
Yet O the thought, that thou art safe, and he ! 
The thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 
My boast is not, that I deduce my birth 
From loins enthroned, and rulers of the earth ; 
But higher far my proud pretensions rise— 
The son of parents pass'd into the skies. 
And now £Eu:ewell — ^Tlme unrevoked has run 
His wonted courae, yet what I wish'd is done. 
By Contemplation's help, not sought in vain, 
I seem to have lived my childhood o*er again ; 
To have renew'd the joys that once were mine. 
Without the sin of violating thine ; 
And, while the wings of Fancy still are tree. 
And I can view this mimic show of thee. 
Time has but half succeeded in his theft — 
Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left. 

1 Garth. 
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ODE TO PEACE. 

Comb, Peace of mind, delightful guest ! 
Return and make thy downy nest 

Once, more in this sad heart : 
Nor riches I nor power pursue. 
Nor hold forbidden joys in view ; 

We therefore need not part. 

Where wilt thou dwell, if not with mc. 
From avarice and ambition free. 

And pleasure's fatal wiles ? 
For whom, alas ! dost thou prepare 
The sweets that I was wont to share. 
The banquet of thy smiles ? 

The great, the gay, shall they partake 
The heaven that thou alone canst make ? 

And wilt thou quit the stream 
That murmurs through the dewy mead. 
The grove and the sequester'd shed, 

To be a guest with them ? 

For thee I panted, thee I prized. 
For thee I gladly sacrificed 

Whatever I loved before ; 
And shall I see thee start away. 
And helpless, hopeless, hear thee say — 

Farewell ! we meet no more ? 
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BOADICEA. 

AN ODB. 

When the British warrior queen. 
Bleeding from the Roman rods. 

Sought, with an indignant mien, 
Ck)unsel of her country's gods ; 

• 
Sage heneatii a spreading oak 

Sat the Druid, hoary cliief : 

Every burning word he spolte 

Full of rage, and full of grief. 

* Princess ! if our aged eyes 

Weep upon thy matchless wrongs, 
Thi because resentment ties 
All the terrors of our tongues. 

* Rome shall perish — ^write that word 

In the bkxMl that «he has spilt ; 
Perish, hopeless and abhcnT'd) 
Deep in ruin as in guilt. 

' Rome, for empire far r6nown'd. 
Tramples on a thousand states ; 

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground — 
Hark ! the Gaul is at her gates ! 

' Other Romans shall arise. 
Heedless of a soldier's name ; 

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize. 
Harmony the path to fiune. 
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* Then the progeny that springs 

From the forests of our land, 
Arm'd with thunder, clad with wings. 

Shall a wider world command. 

' Regions Caesar never knew 

Thy posterity shall sway ; 
Where his eagles never flew ; 

None invincible as they.* 

Such the bard*s prophetic words. 

Pregnant with celestial fire. 
Bending as he swept the chords 

Of his sweet but awfiil lyre. 

She, with all a monarches pride. 

Felt them in her bosom glow; 
Rush*d to battle, fought, and died ; 

Dying hurl'd them at the foe : 

< Ruffians, pitiless as proud. 
Heaven awai'ds the vengeance due ; 

Empire is on us bestow d, 
Shsune and nun wait for you.' 
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ODE TO APOLLO. 

ON AN INK-GLASS ALMOST DRIED IN THE 

SUN. 

Patron of all those luckless brsdns. 
That to the wrong side leaning. 

Indite much metre with much puns. 
And little or no meaning ; 

Ah why, since oceans, rivers, streams. 

That water all the nations. 
Pay tribute to thy glorious b^ms. 

In constant eidialations ; 

Why, stooping from the noon of day. 

Too covetous of drink, 
Apollo, hast thou stolen away 

A poet's drop of ink ? 

Upborne into the viewless air. 

It floats a vapour now, 
Impell'd through regions dense and rare 

By all the winds that blow ! 

Ordaiu*d perhaps, ere summer flies. 
Combined with millions more. 

To form an Iris in the skies. 
Though black and foul before. 

Illustrious drop ! and happy then 

Beyond the happiest lot 
Of all that ever pass'd my pen. 

So soon to be forgot I 

Phoebus, if such be thy design. 

To place it in thy bow. 
Give wit, that what is left may shine 

With equal grace below. . 
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HORACE. 

BOOK II. ODEX. 

.Receive, dear ft-iend, the truths I teach ; 
So shalt thou live beyond the reach 

Of adverse Fortune's power : 
Not always tempt the distant deep. 
Nor always timorously creep 

Along the treacherous shore. 

He that holds fast the golden mean. 
And lives contentedly between 

The little and the great. 
Feels not the wants that pinch the poor. 
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man's door, 

Imbittering all his state. 

Hie tallest pines feel most the power 
Of wintry blasts; the loftiest tower 

Comes heaviest to the ground : 
The bolts that spare the mountain's side, 
His cloud'Capp'd eminence divide. 

And spread the ruin round. 

The well inform'd philosopher 
Rejoices with a wholesome fear. 

And hopes in spite of pain : 
If Winter bellow from the North, 
Soon the sweet Spring comes dancing forth. 

And Nature laughs again. 
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Vtlat if thine beskTen be overca&t ? 
The dark aftpeanmre will not last; 

Expect a iMri^ter sky : 
The God that strings the aihrer bow. 
Awakes sometimes the Moses too» 

And l^s lus arrows by. 

If hinderanca oiMtmct thy way. 
Thy magnaninuty ^splay. 

And let thy strength be seen ; 
But O ! If Fortune fill thy saO 
With more than a propltioiis gale. 

Tike half thy cannKS in. 




A REFLECTION 

ON 

THE FOREGOING ODE. 

And is this all ? Can Reason do no mcNne 

Tlian bid me shun the deep and dread the shore ? 

Sweet moralist ! spoilt on Hfe's roug^ sea. 

The Christian has an art unknown to thee. 

He holds no parley with unmanly fears ; 

Where Duty bids he confidently steers ; 

Faces a thousand dangers at her call. 

And, trusting in his God, surmoonts them alL 




TH£ ROSE. 21 



THE RQSE. 

The rose had been wash'd, just wash'd in a shower. 

Which Mary to Anna conve'y'd ; 
Tlie plentifid moisture encumber'd the flower. 

And weigh'd down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all fill*d, and the leaves were all wet ; 

And it seem*d, to a fonciful view. 
To weep for the buds it had left with regret 

On the flourishing bush where it grew. 

1 hastily seized it, unfit as it was 

For a nosegay, so dripping and drown'd. 

And swinging it rudely^ too rudely, alas ! 
I snapp'd it — it £ell to the ground. 

* And such/ I ezdaim'd, ' is the pitiless part 

Some act by the delicate mind. 
Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 

Already to sorrow resign*d. 

' This elegant rose, had 1 shaken it less. 
Might have bloom 'd with its owner awhile. 

And the tear that is wiped vnth a little address. 
May be follow'd, perhaps, by a smile.' 
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THE WINTER NOSEGAY. 



What Nature, alas ! has denied 

To the delioite growth of our isle. 
Art has In a measure supplied* 

And Winter is deck*d with a smile. 
See, Mary, what beauties I bring 

From the shelter of that sunny shed* 
Where the flowers have the charms of the spring. 

Though abroad they are frozen and dead. 

'Tis a ^wer of Arcadian sweets, 

Where Flora is still in her prime ; 
A fortress, to which she retreats 

From the cruel assaults of the clime. 
While Earth wears a mantle of snow. 

These pinks are as fresh and as gay 
As the fairest and sweetest that blow 

On the beautiful bosom of May. 

See how they have safely survived 

The frowns of a sky so severe : 
Such Mary's true love, that has lived 

Through many a turbulent year, 
llie charms of the late-blowing rose 

Seem graced with a livelier hue. 
And the winter of sorrow best shows 

The truth of a friend such as you. 
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TO THE NIGHTINGALE, 

WHICH THE AUTHOR HEAB.D SING ON NEW 
year's DAT, 1702. 

Whence is it, that amazed I hear 

From yonder wither'd spray. 
This foremost mom of all the year. 

The melody of May ? 

And why, since thousands would he proud 

Of such a favour shown. 
Am I selected from the crowd. 

To witness it.alone ? 

Sing'st thou, sweet Philomel, to me. 

For that I also long 
Have practised in the groves like thee, 

Though not like thee in song ? 

X)r sing'st thou rather under force 

Of some divine command, 
Commission'd to presage a course 

Of happier days at hand ? 

Thrice welcome then ! for many a long 

And joyless year have I, 
As thou to-day, put forth my song 

Beneath a wintiy sky. 

But thee no wintry skies can harm. 

Who only need'st to sing. 
To make ev'n January charm. 

And every season Spring. 
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THE POPLAR FIELD. 



The poplars are fell'd ; .farewell to the shade. 
And the whispering sound of the cool colonnade : 
The winds play no longer and sing in the leares. 
Nor Oiise in his hosom their image receives. 

Twelve years have elapsed since I last took a view 
Of my favourite field, and the bank where lihey 

grew; 
And now in the grass behold they are laid, . 
And the tree is my seat that once lent me a shade* 

The blackbird has fled to another retreat. 
Where the hazels afford him a screen from the heat; 
And the scene where his melody charm 'd me before. 
Resounds with his sweet-flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive years are all hasting away. 

And I must ere long lie as lowly as they. 

With a turf on niy breast, and a stone at my hedd. 

Ere another such grove shall arise in its steaid. 

llie change both my heart and my fancy employs ; 
I reflect on the frailty of man, and his joys : 
Shortlived as we are, yet our pleasures we see 
Have a still shorter date, and die sooner than we. 
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THE SHRUBBERY. 

WRITTEN IN A TIME OF AFFLICTION. 

O HAPPY shades — to me uublessM ! 

Friendly to peace, but not to me ! 
How ill the scene that offers rest. 

And heart that cannot rest, agree t 

This glassy stream, that spreading pine. 
Those sdders quivering to the breeze. 

Might soothe a soul less hurt than mine. 
And please, if any thing could please. 

But fix'd unalterable Care 

Foregoes not what she feels within. 

Shows the same sadness every where. 
And slights the season and the scene. 

For all that pleased in wood or lawn. 

While Peace possessed these silent bowers. 

Her animating smile withdrawn. 
Has lost its beauties and its powers. 

The saint or moralist should tread 
Hiis moss-grown alley musing slow : 

Hiey seek like me the secret shade. 
But not like me to nourish woe ! 

Me fruitful scenes and prospects waste 

Alike admonish not to roam ; 
These tell me of enjoyments past. 

And those of sorrows yet to come. 

D 
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HUMAN FRAILTY. 



Weak and irreflolate is man ; 

The purpose of to-day. 
Woven witli pains into his {rian. 

To-morrow rends away. 

The bow well bent, and smart the spring- 
Vice seems already slain ; 

But Passion mdely snaps the string. 
And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent 

Finds out his weaker part ; 
Virtue engages his assent. 

But Pleasure wins his heart. 

'Tis here the folly of the wise 

Through all his art we view ; 
And, while his tongue the charge denies. 

His conscience owns it true. 

Bound on a voyage of aveful length. 

And dangers little known ; 
A stranger to superior strength, 

Man vainly trusts his own. 

But oars alone can ne'er prevail. 

To reach the distant coast : 
The breath of Heaven must swell the sail. 

Or all the toil b lost. 
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A COMPARISON. 

The lapse of time and rivers is the same : 
Both speed their joamey with a restless stream ; 
Hie anient pace with which they steal away. 
No wealth can brihe, no prayers persuade to stay ; 
Alike irrevocable both when pass'd. 
And a wide ocean swallows both at last. 
Tliouj^ each resemble each in every part, 
A difference strikes at length the musing heart : 
Streams never flow in vain ; where streams abound. 
How laughs the land, with various plenty crown 'd ! 
But Time, that should enrich the nobler mind. 
Neglected leaves a dreary waste behind. 



ANOTHER. 

ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY. 

Sweet stream, that winds through yonder glade. 

Apt emblem of a virtuous maid — 

Silent and chaste she steals along. 

Far from the world's gay busy throng; 

With gentle yet prevailing force. 

Intent upon her destined course ; 

Graceful and useful all she does. 

Blessing and bless'd where'er she goes, 

Pure-bosom'd as that watery glass. 

And Heaven reflected in her face. 
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LOSS OP THE ROYAL GEORGE. 



WHBX THB SrCWS AmmiYKD, 8BPT. 1782. 

Toll for the brare ! 

The brave that are no more ! 
All sunk beneath the wave. 

Fast by their native shore 1 

Eight hundred of the brave. 

Whose courage well was tried, 
'Had made the vessel heel. 
And laid her on her side. 

A land breeze shook the shrouds, 

And she was overset ; 
Down went the Royal George, 

With all her crew complete. 
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Toll for the brave ! 

liravo Kempenfelt is gone; 
Hla iMt seaflgfat is fought ; 

Hb work ^glory done. 
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It was not in the battle ; 

No tempest gave the shock ; 
She sprang no fatal leak ; 

She ran upon no rock. 

His sword was in its sheath ; 

His fingers held the pen. 
When Kempenfdt went down, 

With twice four hundred men. 

Wdgh Ae Tessel up. 

Once dreaded by our foes ! 
And mingle with our cup 

The tear that England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound. 

And she may float again. 
Full charged with England's thunder. 

And plough the distant main : 

But Kempenfelt is gone ; 

His victories are o'er ; 
And he and his eight hundred 

Shall plough the wave no more. 



o3 
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THE NEGRO'S COMPLAINT. 

Forced from home and all its pleasures, 

Afric*8 coast I left forlorn ; 
To increase a stranger's treasures, 

0*er the raging billows borne. 
Men from England boug^ and sold me. 

Paid my price in paltry gold; 
But though slave they have enroU'd me^ 

Minds are nerer to be sold. 

Still in thought as free as ever. 

What are England's rights, I ask. 
Me from my delights to sever. 

Me to torture, me to tasic ? 
Fleecy locks and black complexion 

Cannot forfeit Nature's dum : 
Skins may differ, but affection 

Dwells in white and black the same. . 

Why did all-creating Nature 

Make the plant for which we toil? 
Sighs must fein it, tears must water. 

Sweat of ours must dress the soil. 
Think, ye masters, iron-hearted. 

Lolling at your jovial boards ; 
Think how many backs have smarted 

For the sweets your cane affords. 

Is there, as ye sometimes tell us. 
Is there One who reigns on high ? 

Has he bid you buy and sell us. 
Speaking from his throne, the sky ? 
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Ask him, if your knotted scourges. 

Matches, bloodr^ztortiii(|f screws. 
Are the means that duty urges. 

Agents tif his wUl to use? 

Hark ! he amiwers — ^Wild tornadoes 

Strewing yonder sea with wrecks ; 
WasUng towns, {dantations^ meadows. 

Are the voice with wliich he speaks. 
He, foreseeing wliat vexafions 

Afric's sons should undof^ 
Fbi'd thehr tyrants' habitations 

Where his wliirlwinds 'answer — No, 

By our blood in Afric wasted. 

Ere our nedcs recdved the chain; 
By the miseries that we tasted. 

Crossing in your barks the main ; 
By our sufferings, since ye brought us 

To the man-degrading mart ; 
All su8tain*d by patience, taught us 

Only by a broken heart 1 

Deem our nation brutes no longer. 

Till some reason ye shall find 
Worthier of regard, and stronger 

Hian the colour of our Idnd. 
Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings 

Tiuiush all your boasted powm. 
Prove that you have human feelfa^js. 

Ere y«i prondly question ours ! 
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yERSES 

SirrPOBXD TO BE W&ITTEIT BT 

ALEXANDER SELKIRK, 

DURIXO HI! lOLITART ABODE 19 THK^injUID 
or JUAK FEBKAKDES. 

I AM monarch of all I survey; 

My right there is none to dispute ; 
From the centre all round to the sea, 

I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

Solitude ! where are the charms 
'lliat sages hare seen in thy fsuce ? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity's reach, 

I must fiuish my journey alone. 
Never hear the sweet music of speedi ; 

I start at the sound of my own. 
The beasts, that roam over the pUun, 

My form with indifference see; . 
They are so unacquainted with man, 

llieir tamencss is shoclting to me. 

Society, friendship, and love. 

Divinely bestow*d upon man, 
O, had I the wings of a dove. 

How soon would I taste you again ! 
My sorrows I then might assuage 

In the ways of religion and truth ; 
Might learn from the wisdom of age. 

And be cheer'd by the sallies of youth. 
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Religion I what treasure untold 

Resides in that heavenly word ! 
More precious than silver and gold. 

Or all that this earth can afford. 
But the sound of the church-going bell 

These valleys and zioclcs never heard. 
Never sigh'd at the sound of a knell. 

Or smiled when a sstbhath appear'd. 

Ye winds that have made me your spori. 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 

Of a land I shall visit no more. 
My friends, do they now and then send 

A wish or a thought after me ? 
O tell me I yet have a friend. 

Though a friend I am never to see. 

How fleet is a glance of the mind ! 

Compared with the speed of its flig^y 
Hie tempest itself lags behind. 

And the swift-winged arrows of light. ^ 
When I think of my* own native land. 

In a moment I seem to be there; 
But alas ! recollection at hand 

Soon harries me back to despiur. 

But the seafowl is gone to her nest; 

The beast is laid down in his lair ; 
Even here is a season of rest, 

Andt to my cabin repair. 
There's mercy in every place ; 

And mercy, encouraging thought ! 
Gives even Itfflictioo^ a grace, 

And leoondles man to his lot. 
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THE CASTAWAY. 

1799. 

Obscurest lught involved the tkjf 
The Atlantic billows roar'dy 

When such a destined wretdi as I« 
Wash'd headlong from on board. 

Of friends, of hope, of all bereft. 

His floating home for ever left. 

No braver chief could Albion boast 
Than he with whom we went. 

Nor ever ship left Albion's coast 
With warmer wishes sent. 

He loved them both, but both in vain. 

Nor him beheld, nor her again. 

Not long beneath the whelming brine. 

Expert to swim, he lay; 
Nor soon he felt liis strength decUne, 

Or courage die away; 
But waged with death a lasting strife. 
Supported by despsur of life. 

He shouted ; nor his finends had fail'd 
To check the vessel's course. 

But so the furious blast prevail'd, 
That, pitiless perforce. 

They left their outcast mate behind. 

And scudded still before the wind. 



THE CASTAWAY. 35 

Some succour yet they could afford ; 

And, such as storms allow. 
The cask, the coop, the floated cord, 

Delay'd not to bestow : 
But he (they knew) nor ship nor shore, 
Whatever they gave, should visit more. 

Nor, cruel as it seemM, could he 

Their haste himself condemn. 
Aware that flight, in such a sea. 

Alone could rescue them ; 
Yet bitter felt it still to die 
Deserted, and bis friends so nigh. 

He long survives who lives an hour 

In ocean, self-upheld ; 
And so long he, with unspent power. 

His destiny repell'd : 
And ever as the minutes flew, 
Entreated help, or cried — ** Adieu !" 

At length, his transient respite pass'd. 

His comrades, who before 
Had heard his voice in every blast. 

Could catch the sound uo more : 
For then, by toil subdued, he drank 
The stifling wave, and then he sank. 

No poet wept him : but the page 

Of narrative sincere. 
That tells his name, his worth, his age. 

Is wet with Anson's tear : 
And tears by bards or heroes shed 
Alike immortalize the dead. 
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1 therefore purpose not, or dreaib. 

Descanting on his fEite, 
To give the melancholy theme 

A more enduring date : 
But misery still delights to trace 
Its semblance in another's case. 

No voice divine the storm allay'd ; 

No light propitious shone ; 
When snatch'd from all effectual aid. 

We perish'd each alone : 
But I beneath a rougher sea. 
And whelm'd in deeper gulfe than he. 
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THE DIVERTING HISTORY 

OF 

JOHN GILPIN 5 

Showing lurw he went Jhrtlier than he intended^ and 
came ttrfe home again* 



John Gilpin was a citizen 

Of credit and renown, 
A trainband captain eke was he 

Of famous London town. 

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear, 
Hiough wedded we have been 

Hiese twice ten tedious years, yet we 
No holiday have seen. 

To-morrow is our wedding-day. 

And we will then repair 
Unto the Bell at Edmonton 

All in a chaise and pair. 




COWPER. 

My sister, and iny sister s child. 

Myself and children three. 
Will fill the chaise ; so you must ride 

On horseback after we. 

He soon replied, I do adunrv 

Of womankind but one. 
And you are she, my dearest dear. 

Therefore it shall be done. 

I am a linen-draper bold. 

As all the wprld doth know. 
And my good friend the calender 

Will lend his horse to go. 

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin, That 's well siud ; 

And for that wine is dear. 
We will be fumish'd with our own. 

Which is both bright and clear. 

John Gilpin kiss'd his loining wife ; 

0*erjoy*d was he to find. 
That, though on pleasure she was bent. 

She had a tru^ mind. 

The morning came, the chouse was brought. 

But yet was not allowed 
To drive up to the door, lest all 

Should say that she was proud : , 

So three doors off the chaise was stay'd. 

Where they did all get in ; 
Six precious souls, and all agog 

To dash through thick and thin. 



JOHN GILPIN. 5 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels. 

Were never folk so glad, 
The stones did rattle underneath 

As If Cheapside were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse's side 

Seized ^t the flowing mane, 
And np he got, in haste to ride. 

But soon came dowti atgain ; 

For saddle-tree scarce reach'd had he. 

His journey to hegin. 
When, turning round his head, he saw 

Three customers come in. 

So down he came; for loss of time, 

Although it grieved him sore. 
Yet loss of pence, ftill well he knew, 

Would trouble him much more. 

'IVas long before the customers 

Were suited to their mind. 
When Betty, screaming, came down stairs. 

The wine is left behind ! 

Good lack ! qnoth he — ^yet bring it nie. 

My leathern belt likei^se. 
In which I bear my trusty sword. 

When I do exercise. 

Now mistress Gilpin (careful soul !) 

Had two stone bottles found. 
To hold the liquor that she loved. 

And keep it safe and sound. 
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Each bottle had a curHng ear. 
Throng which the belt he drew. 

And hung a bottle on each side. 
To make his balance tme^ 

Then over all, that he might be 

Equipp'd from top to toe. 
His long red cloak, well bn^'d and neat. 

He manfully did throw. 

Now see Mm mounted once again 

Upon his nimble steed. 
Full slowly pacing o*er the stones. 

With caution and good heed. 

But finding soon a smoother road 

Beneath his well-shod feet. 
The snorting beast began to trot. 

Which gall'd him in his seat. 

So, fair and softly, John he cried. 

But John he cried in vain ; 
That trot became a gallop soon. 

In spite of curb and rein. 

So stooping down, as needs he must. 

Who cannot sit upright. 
He gra&p'd the mane with both his hands. 

And eke with all his might. 

His horse, who never in that sort 

Had handled been before. 
What thing upon his back had got 

Did wonder.more and more. 



JOHN GILPIN. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or naught ; 

Away went hat and wig ; 
He little dream*d, when he set out. 

Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly. 

Like streamer long and gay. 
Till, loop and button failing both. 

At last it flew away. 

Then might all people well discern 

The bottles he had slung; 
A bottle swinging at each side. 

As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, the children scream'd. 

Up flew the windows all ; 
And every soul cried out. Well done ! 

As loud as he could bawl. 

Away went Gilpin — who but he ? 

His fame soon spread around ; 
He canies weight ! he rides a race ! 

'Tis for a thousand pound ! 

And still, as fast as he drew neai*, 

'Twas wondei'ful to view. 
How in a trice the turnpike men 

Their gates ^de open threw. 

And now, as he went bowing dowB 

His reeking head fidl low, ' 
"llic bottles twain behind his back 

Were shattcr'd at a blow. 
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Down ran the wine into the i-oad. 

Most piteous to be seen, 
Which made his horse's flanks to smoke. 

As they had basted been. 

Bat still he seem'd to carry weight. 

With leathern girdle braced ; 
For all might see the bottle-necks 

Still dangling at his waist. 

Thus all through merry Islington 

These gambols he did play. 
Until he came unto the Wash 

Of Edmonton so gay ; 

And there he threw the wash about 

On both sides of the way. 
Just like unto a trundling mop, 

Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton his loving wife 

From the balcony spied * 

Her tender husband, wondering much 
To see how he did ride. 

Stop, stop, John Gilpin '.—Here 's the house- 

lliey all aloud did cry ; 
The dinner waits, and we arc tired : 

Said Gilpin— So am 1 ! 

^ut yet his hors6 was not a whit 

Inclined to tarry there ; 
'«r why ?— his owner had a house 

*"wll ten miles off, at Ware 



So like an ''""'' '"''•'N- 
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When stiMglit he cane wldi kat aad fl% ; 

A w% that flowM bfhind, 
A hat aoc amdi tke wone for wear. 

Each coomIj in hs kind. 

He held them op, and in kis torn 
Thos show'd his ready wit — 

My head is twice as big as yovB, 
They therefore needs most fiC 

But let me scrape die dirt away 
That hangs npon your fooe ; 

And stop and eat, for wdl ytm may 
Be in a hungry case. 

Said John, It b my weddhig-day. 
And all the world would stare. 

If wife should dine at Edmonton, 
And I should dine at Ware. 

So turning to his horse, he said, 

I am in haste to dine ; 
Twas for your pleasure you came here. 

You shall go back for mine. 

Ah luckless speech, and bootless boast ! 

For which he paid full dear ; 
For, while be spake, a braying ass 

Did sing most loud and dear; 

Whereat his horse did snort, as he 

Had beard a lion roar. 
And gallop'd off witb all his might. 

As he had done before. 
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Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went Gilpin'a hat and wig : 
He lost them sooner than at first ; 

For why ? — they were too big. 

Now mistress Gilpin, when she saw 

Her husband posting down 
Into the country fai' away. 

She puU'd out half a crown ; 

And thus unto the youth she said. 

That drove them to the Bell, 
This shall be yours, when you bring baclv 

My husband safe and well. 

The youth did ride, and soon did nieet 

John coming back amain ; . , 
Whom in a trice he tried to stop. 

By catching at his rein : 

But not performing what he meant. 

And gladly would hare done. 
The frighted steed he frighted more. 

And made him faster run. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went postboy at his heels. 
The postboy's horse right glsid to miss 

The lumbering of the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon the road. 

Thus seeing Gilpin fly, 
With postboy scampering in the rear. 

They raised the hue and cry : — 
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Stop thief ! stop thief ! — a highwayman ! 

Not one of them was mute ; 
Aud all and each that pass'd that way 

Did join in the pursuit. 

- And now the turnpike-gates again 

Flew open in short space ; 
The toll-men thinking as before 

That Gilpin rode a race. 

And so he did, and won it too. 

For he got first to town ; 
Nor stopp'd, till where he had got up 

He did again get down. 

Now let us sing, long live the king. 

And Gilpin, long live he ! 
And, when he next doth ride abroad. 

May I be there to see ! 
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OK THE DEATH OF 

MRS.THROCKMORTON'S BULLf INCH. 

Ye nymphs ! if e'er your eyes were red 
With tears o'er hapless fovonrites shed, 

O share Maria's grief ! 
Her fevourite, even in his cage, 
(What will not hunger's cruel rage?) 

Assassin'd by a thief. 

Where Rhenus strays his vines among. 
The egg was laid from which he sprung ; 

And though by nature mute. 
Or only with a whistle bless'd. 
Well taught, he all the sounds express'd 

Of flagelet or flute. 

The honours of his ebon poll 

Were brighter than the sleekest mole ; 

His bosom of the hue 
With which Aurora decks the skies. 
When piping winds shall soon arise 

To sweep away the dew. 

Above, below, in all the house, 
Dire foe alike of bird and mouse, 

No cat had leave to dwell ; 
And Bully's cage supported stood 
On props of smoothest shaven wood, 

Large built and latticed well. 

c 
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Well latticed— but the grate, alas ! 
Not rough with wire of steel or brass. 

For Bully's plumage sake ; 
But smooth with wands frem Ouse's side. 
With which, when neatly peel'd a»d dri^» 

llie swains their baskets make. 

Night vell'd the pole: jiU seem'd secure; 
When, led by insect sharp aad sure. 

Subsistence to providie, 
A beast forth ssilUed on th^ scouts 
Long-back'd, Ipng-tail'd, ^h wl^sker'd MKmt, 

And badger-colour'd hi4e. 

He, entering at the study-door. 
Its ample area 'giui explore; 

And something in the wind 
Conjectured, sniffing round and round, 
Better than aU the books he found. 

Food chiefly for the mind. 

Just then, by adverse fate impressed, 
A dream disturb'd poor Bully's rest : 

In sleep he seem'd to ^ew 
A rat fast cHnging to th« cage, ' 
And screaming at the sad presage. 

Awoke, and found it true. 

For, aided both by ear and scent. 
Right to his mark the monster went. 

Ah, Muse ! forbear to speak 
Minute the horrors that ensued ; 
His teeth were strong, the cage was wood^- 

He left |K)or Bully s beak. 
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O had he made that too his prey ! 
That beak, whence issued many a lay 

Of such mellifluous tone. 
Might have repaid him well, I wote. 
For silencing so sweet a throat. 

Fast stuck tdthiu his own. 

Maria weeps— the Muses mourn- 
So, when by Bacchanalians torn. 

On Thracian Hebrus* side 
The tree-enchanter Orpheus feU> 
His head alone remidn'd to tell 

The cruel death he died. 




16 COWPER. 



CATHARINA. 

TO MRS. STAPLETON> NOW M|I9. COVKTNAY. 

She came^she is gone — ^we haye met-— 

And meet perhaps never agun ; 
The Bun of that moment Ls set. 

And seems to have risen in vain. 
Catharina has fled like a dream-- ^ 

(So iranishes pleasure, alas !) 
But has left a regret and esteem 

That will not so suddenly pass. 

The last evening ramble we made, 

Catharina, Maria, and I, 
Our progress was often delay'd 

By the nightingale warbling nigh. 
We paused under many a tree. 

And much she was charm*d with a tone 
Less sweet to Maria and me. 

Who so lately had witnessed her own. 

My numbers that day she had sung, 

And gave them a grace so divine. 
As only her musical tongue 

Could infuse into numbers of mine. 
The longer I heard, I esteem'd 

'ITie work of my fancy the more. 
And ev'u to myself never seem'd 

So tuneful a poet before. 
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Though the pleasures of Loudon exceed 

In number the days of the year, 
Catharina, did nothing impede. 

Would feel herself happier here ; 
For the dose-woven arches of limes 

On the banks of our river, I know. 
Are sweeter to her many times 

Than aught that the city can show. 

So it is, when the mind is endued 

With a well-judging taste from above. 
Then, whether embellish'd or rude, 

Tls Nature alone that we love. 
The achievements of art may amuse. 

May even our wonder excite; 
But groves, hills, and valleys diffuse 

A lasting, a sacred delight. 

Since then in the rural recess 

Catharina alone can rejoice. 
May it still be her lot to possess 

The scene of her sensible choice ! 
To inhabit a mansion remote 

From the clatter of street-pacing steeds. 
And by Philomel's annual note 

To measure the life that she leads. 

With her book, and her voice, and her lyre. 

To wing all her moments at home. 
And with scoies that new rapture inspire. 

As oft as it suits her to roam. 
She will have just the life she prefers. 

With little to hope or to fear, 
^Vnd ours would be pleasant as hers. 

Might we view her enjoying it there. 

c 3 
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CATHARINA. 

SECOND PART. 

On her Marriage to George Courtnay, Esq* 

1 792. 

Believe it or not, as you choose. 

The doctrine is certsdnly true. 
That the future is known to the Muse, 

And poets are orades too. 
I did but express a desire 

To see Catharina at home. 
At the side of my friend George's fire. 

And lo — she u actually come. 

Such prophecy some may despise ; 

But the wish of a poet and friend 
Perhaps is approved in the skies. 

And therefore attains to its end. 
Twas a wish that flew ardently forth 

From a bosom effectually warm'd 
With the talents, the graces, and worth, 

Of the person for whom it was form*d. 

Maria* would leave us, I knew. 
To the grief and regret of us all. 

But less to our grief, could we riew 
Catharina the queen of the hall : 

> Lady Throckmorton. 




CATHARINA. 19 

And therefore I wish'd as J did, 
And therefore this union of hands ; 

Not a whisper wa*"^ heard to forbid. 
But all cry — Amen — ^to the bans. 

Since therefore I seem to incur 

No danger of wishing in v^n. 
When making good wishes for her, 

I will ev'n to my wishes again — 
With one I have made her a wife. 

And now I will try with another. 
Which I cannot suppress for my life — 

How soon 1 can make her a mother. 
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GRATITUDE. 

ADDRESSED TO LADY HESKETH. 
1786. 

This cap, that so statdy appears^ 

With ribbon-bound tassel on high. 
Which seems by the crest that it rewn 

Ambitioai» of brusliADg the sky; 
l^ia cap to my couslft I owe ; 

She gave it, and gave me beside. 
Wreathed into an elegant bow. 

The ribbon with which it is tied. 

^rhis wheel-footed studying chair, 

Ck)ntrived both for toil and repose, 
Wide-elbow'd> and wadded with l^ir. 

In which I both scribble and dose. 
Bright-studded to dazzle the eyies. 

And rival the lustre of that 
In which, or Astronomy lies. 

Fair Cassiopeia sat : 

These carpets, so soft to the foot, 

Caledonia's traffic and pride ! 
O, spare them, ye knights of the boot. 

Escaped from a cross-country ride ! 
This t^le and min'or within, 

Secure from coUision and dust. 
At which I oft shave cheek and chiu. 

And periwig nicely adjust : 
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This moveable structure of shelves. 

For its beauty admired and its use. 
And charged with octavos and twelves. 

The gayest I had to produce ; 
Where, flaming in scarlet and gold, 

Mjf poems enchanted I view. 
And hope, in due time, to behold 

My Iliad and Odyssey too : 

This china, that decks the alcove. 

Which here people call a buffet. 
But what the gods call it above 

Has ne'er been reveal'd to us yet : 
These curtains, that keep the itxim warm. 

Or cool, as the season demands; 
Those stoves, that for pattern and form. 

Seem the labour of Mulcibei^s hands : 

All these are not half that I owe 

To one, from our earliest youth 
To me ever ready to show 

Benignity, friendship, and truth ; 
For time, the destroyer declared. 

And foe of our perishing kind. 
If even her foce he has spared. 

Much less could he alter her mind. 

Thus compass'd about with the goods 

And chattels of leisure and ease, 
I indulge my poetical moods 

In many such fancies as these ; 
And fancies I fear they will seem — 

Poets* goods are not often so fine ; 
The poets will swear that I dream. 

When I sing of the splendour of mine. 
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TO 

MY COUSIN, ANNE BODMAM, 

ON 

RECEIVING FBOM HER A NET-WORK PURSE, 
MADE BY HERSELF. 

1793. 

Mr gentle Anne, fvliom heretofore. 
When I was yonng, and thoa no moitt 

Thdn plaything for a nurse, 
I danced and fondled on my knee, 
A kitten both in size and glee, 

I thank thee for my purse. 

Gold pays the worth of all things here ; 
But not of love ;-— that gem 's too dear 

For richest rogues to win It : 
I therefore, as a proof of lore. 
Esteem thy present far above 

The best tbings kept within it. 
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HYMN 

FOR THE USE OF THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL AT 

OLNEY. 

Hbar, IxHrdy the song of proise and prayer 

In heaven, thy dwelling- place. 
From infEUits made the public care. 

And taught to seek thy face. 

Thanks for thy word, and for thy day; 

And grant us, we implore. 
Never to waste in sinful play 

Thy holy sabbaths more. 

Hianks that we hear! — ^But O impart 

To each desires sincere. 
That we may listen with our heart. 

And learn as well as hear.. 

For if vain thoughts the minds engage 

. Of older far than we. 
What hope that at our heedless age 
Our minds should e'er be free ? 

Much hope. If thou our spirits take 

Under thy gracious sway. 
Who canst the wisest wiser make. 

And babes as wise as they. 

Wisdom and blisa thy word bestows, 

A sun that n«^ dedinee ; 
And be thy mercies shower'd on those 

Who plaeed u» wher» H Mmn. 
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STANZAS 

SUBJOINED TO THE YEARLY BILL OF MORTALITY OF 
THE PARISH OF ALL-SAINTS, NORTHAIIFTOHy> 

ANNO DOMINI 1787. 



Pallida Hon cquo pulaat pede paupenim tabemas; 
Regumque turret. JETor. 

Pale Death with,equal foot ttrikes wide the door 
Ofiojal halls and hovela of the poor! 



While thirteen moons saw smoothly run 

The Nen*8 barge-laden wave, . 
All these, life's rambling journey done. 

Hare found their home, the grave. 

Was man (frail always) made more frail 

Than in foregoing years ? 
Did fiunine or did plague prev^. 

That so much death appears ? 

No ; these were vigorous as their sires. 

Nor plague nor ^Eunine came ; 
Hiis annual tribute Death requires. 

And never waves his claim. 

1 Composed for John Cox, parish-clerk of Northampton 
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Like crowded forest -trees we stand. 

And some are mark'd to fall : 
The axe will smite at God's command. 

And soon shall smite us all. 

Green as the bay-tree, ever green. 

With its new foliage on, 
'Hic g&y> the thoughtless, have I seen ; 

i pass'd — and they were gone. 

Read, ye that run, the awful truth 

WitH which I charge my page : 
A worm is in the bud of youth. 

And at the root of age. 

No present health can health ensure 

For yet an hour to come; 
No medicine, though it oft can cure. 

Can always balk the tomb. 

And, O ! that, humble as my lot. 

And scom'd as is my strain. 
These truths, though known, too much foi^t, 

I may not teach in vain. 

So prays your clerk with all his heart. 

And, ere he quits the pen. 
Begs f«if for once to take Mi part. 

And answer all — Amen ! 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THE YEAR 1788. 



Quod adest, memento 
Componere nquut. Cmten, flominis 
Ritu fenantur. Hor, 

Improve the present hour, tor all hetide 
It a mere flMtber on a terrent'i tide. . 



Could I, from Heaven inspired, as sure presage 
To whom the rising year shaH prove his lasT, 

As I can number in my punctual page. 
And item down the victims of the past ; 

How each would trembling wait the mournful sheet. 
On which the press might stamp him next to die ; 

And, reading here his sentence,, homr replete. 
With anxious meaning, heavenward turn hb eye ! 

Hme then would seem more precious than the joys 
In which he sports away the treasure now ; 

And prayer more seasonaible than the noise 
Of drunlLards, or the music-drawing bow. 

Then doubtless many a trifler, on the brinlt 
Of this world's hazardous and headlong shore. 

Forced to a pause, would feel it good to thinlc. 
Told that his setting sun must rise no more. 
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Ah, self-deceived ! Ck)uld I prophetic say 
Who next is fated, and who next to fsdl. 

The rest might then seem privileged to play ; 
But, naming none, the voice now speaks to all. 

Observe the dappled foresters, how light 
They bound and airy o'er the sunny glade : 

One falls — the rest, wide-scatter'd with afiright, 
Vanish at once into the darkest shade. 

Had we their wisdom, should we, often warn'd. 
Still need repeated warnings, and at last, 

A thousand awful admonitions scom'd. 
Die self-accused of life run all to vraste ? 

Sad waste ! for which no after-thrift atones : 
The grave admits no cure for guilt or sin; 

Dew-dn^s may deck the turf that hides the bones. 
But tears of godly grief ne'er flow within. 

Learn then, ye living ! by the mouths be taught 
Of all these sepulchres, instructors true. 

That, soon or late, death also is your lot. 

And the next opening grave may yawn for you. 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THE YEAR 1789. 



— -PladdAque ibi demum morte quirrit.— FSty. 
There calm at length he breathed hii soul away. 



' O MOST deUghtfiil hour by man 
Experienced here below. 
The hour that terminates his span. 
His folly, and his woe ! r 

' Worlds should not bribe me back to tread 
Again life's dreary waste. 
To see ag^n my day o'erspread 
With all the gloomy past. 

* My home henceforth is in the skies : 
Earth, seas, and sun, adieu ! 
All heaven unfolded to my eyes, 
I have no sight for you.' 

So spake Aspasio, fiim possess'd 

Of faith's supporting rod. 
Then breathed his soul into its rest — 

The bosom of his God. 

He was a man among the few 

Sinrcre ou virtue's side ; 
And all his strength from Scripture drew. 

To hourly use applied. 
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That rule he prized ; by that he fear'd^ 

He hatedy hoped, and loved ; 
Nor ever frown'd, or sad appeared. 

But when his heart had rored. 

For he was frail as thou or I, 

And evil felt within ; 
But, when he felt it, heaved a sigh. 

And loathed the thought of sin. 

Such lived Aspasio ; and at last, 

CaU'd up from earth to heaven. 
The gulf of death triumphant passM, 

By gales of blessing driven. 

His joys be mine, each reader cries. 

When my last hour arrives : 
They shall be yours, my verse replies. 

Such only be your lives. 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THE YBAR 1790. 



Ne commonentein recta spenie. — Buchanan. 
Despise not (;ood counsel. 



He who sits from day to day 
Where the prison*d lark is hung. 

Heedless of his loudest lay. 

Hardly knows that he has sung. 

Where the watchman in his round 
Nightly lifts his voice on high. 

None, accustom *d to the sound. 
Wakes the sooner for his cry. 

So your verse-man I and clerk. 
Yearly in my song proclaim 

Death at hand — yourselves his mark- 
And the foe's unerring aim. 

Duly at my time I come, 

Publishing to all aloud — 
Soon the grave must be your home, 

And yom* only suit a shroud. • 
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But the monitory strain. 

Oft repeated in your eai's. 
Seems to sound too ipuch in vain. 

Wins no notice, wakes no fears. 

Can a truth, by all confessed 

Of such magnitude and weight. 
Grow, by being oft impressed. 

Trivial as a parrot's prate ? 

Pleasure's call attention unns. 

Hear it often as we may; 
New as ever seem our isins. 

Though committed every day. 

De^h and judgment, heaven and hell — 

These alone, so often heard. 
No more move us than the bell. 

When some stranger js interred. 

O then, ere the turf or tomb 

Cover us from every eye. 
Spirit of Instruction, come. 

Make us learn that we must die. 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION," 

FOR THE YEAR 1792. 



Felix, qui potvit rerum oognoMore eansM, 
Atque metiu omnef et inexcMrabile fhtum 
Su^edt pedibu*, ttnpitaiBqiie AAnomA avari I 

Happy the nxntat* who hat feraoed elfcti 

To their first cause* caet fear heaaatb hie- Itoet, 
And death, and roaring beU't yoraeiowi fires ! 



Thankless for favours from on higliy 
Man thinks he fades too soon ; 

Though 'tis his privilege to die. 
Would he improve the boon. 

But he, not wise enough to scan 

His best concerns aright. 
Would gladly stretch life's little span 

To ages, if he n^ght : 

To ages in a world of pain ; 

To ages, where he goes 
Gall'd by af&iction's heavy chain. 

And hopeless of repose. 

Strange fondness of the human heart, 

Enamour'd of its harm ! 
Strange world, that costs it so much smart. 

And still has power to charm ! 
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Whence has the world her magic power ? 

Why deem we death a foe ? 
Recoil from weary life's best hour. 

And covet longer woe ? 

The cause is Conscience — Ck)nscience oft 

Her tale of guilt renews : 
Her voice is terrible, though soft. 

And dread of death ensues. 

Then anxious to be longer spared, 
Man mourns his fleeting breath ; 

All evils then seem light, compared 
With the approach of death. 

'Tis judgment shakes him ; there 's the fear 
That prompts the wish to stay: 

He has incurr'd a long an-ear. 
And must despair to pay. 

Pay I — follow Christ, and all is paid; 

His death your peace ensures ; 
Think on the grave where he was laid. 

And calm descend to yows. 
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ON A 



PQa TUB TOMK I^SaL 



Dm 






a»all< 



Hb Itve» ivi» livies t» God 

AndtHmm 
ForodHT 

life 



G0<i( 



bcstpffinL 



To live to God is to re<|aite 
His love as best we maqf : 

To make Us pi e t ep te amt driig^t» 
ins pmnises our stxiip* 



But Qfey within a narrow xiii|^ 
Of giddy joys comprised^ 

Is fainrfy nameii, aod no sack 
Bat radKr dcatk (fiegoifled. 

GuiOfis in tliem desenre t&e 
Who only five to prove 

For wbat ^oor toys tkey can 
An OHikss fife aibim: ? 
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Who much diseased, yet nothuig feel ; 

Much menaced, nothing dread ; 
Have wounds which only God can heal, 

Yet never ask his aid ? 

Who deem his house a useless place ; 

Faith, want of common semte ; 
And ardour in the Christian race, 

A hypocrite's pretence ? 

Who trample order ; and the day. 

Which God asserts his own. 
Dishonour with unhallowed play. 

And worship chance alone ? 

If scorn of God's commands, impress'd 

On word and deed, imply 
The better part of man uiibless'd 

With life that cannot die ; 

Such want it, and that want, uncured 

Till man resigns his breath. 
Speaks him a criminal, assured 

Of everlasting death. 

Sad period to a pleasant course ! 

Yet so will God repay 
Sabbaths profaned without remorse. 

And mercy cast away. 




STANZAS ON PEACE. 



No loQger I CoUow s wand ; 
No longer a dream I pnraue : 

Uappiueail not to b« foond, 
UnMtaiaable treaiore, adieu ! 

t hav« MFo^t thee io aidendonr and < 
tn the r^iooi of pleamre and ta«t4 

1 have Bought tbee, and leem'd to poi 

But ham prored thee a risioD at la 

An humble amUtlon and hope 

The voiee of true Wiidom in>{dr«t 
Tis BUfflcienl, if Peace be the icopt 

And the summit of all our desires- 
Peace maji b« the lot of the nund 

Hat seeks it in meekness and lore 
But rapture and bliss are confined 

To tlie glorilied spirits above. 
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SONGS, 

CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 



I. 

A ROSE-BUD BY MY EARLY WALK. 

Tune— 7%« Shepherd^ s Wifi, 

A ROSB-BUD by my early walk, 
Adown a corn-enclosed bawk, 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk. 
All on a dewy morning. 

Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fled. 
In a* its crimson glory spread, 
And drooping rich the dewy head, 
It scents the early morning. 

Within the bush, her covert nest 
A little linnet fondly prest ; 
The dew sat chilly on her breast 
Sae early in the morning. 

She soon shall see her tender brood. 
The pride^ the pleasure o' the wood, 
Amang the fresh green leaves bedew'd, 
Awake the early morning. 
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So thou, dear bird, young Jeany fair. 
On trembling string or vocal air. 
Shall sweetly pay the tender care 
That tents thy eariy nioming. 

So thovL, sweet rose-bud, young and gay, 
Shalt b^Hiteotts blaze upon the day. 
And bless the parent's evening ray 
That watch'd thy early morning. 



If. 

THE FAREWELL, TO THE BRETHREN OF ST. 
JAMES'S LODGE, TARBOLTON. 

Tune— -Gtfli nigfUj and joy he wi* you a\ 

Adieu ! a heart-warm, fond adien ! 

Dear brothers of the mystic tie! 
Ye fevour'd, ye ettlighten'd few, 

CJompanions of my social joy ! 
Tho' I to foreign lands must hie. 

Pursuing Fortune's sliddery ba'. 
With melting heart, and brimful eye, 

1 11 mind you still, tho' fEU* awa. 

Oft have I met your social band, 

And spent the cheerful, festive nig^t ; 
Oft, honoured with supreme command. 

Presided o'er the sons of light: 
And by that hieroglyphic bright, 

Which none but craftsmen ever saw ! 
Strong memory on my heart shall write 

Those happy scenes when Ur awa. 
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May freedopi, harmony, and love. 

Unite you in the grand design^ 
Beneath th' omniscient eye above^ 

The glorious Arehiiect divine ! 
That you may lieep th' tmerrmg Une^ 

Still rising hy the pkimmei's too. 
Till order bright completely shine. 

Shall be my prayer when far awa. 

And you, fu'ewell ! whose merits dium. 

Justly, that highest badge to wear! 
Heaven bless your honour'd, noble name. 

To Masonry and Scotia dear ! 
A last request permit me here. 

When yearly ye assemble a'. 
One round, I ask it with 2k- tear. 

To him, the Bard that's far awa. 



in. 
FARj: thj:e weel. 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 
Ae £areweel, alas, for ever ! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I 'U pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I '11 wage thee. 
Who shall say that fortune grieves him 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 
Me, nae cheerfa' twinkle lights me ; 
Dark despair around benights me. 




13 BUEN8. 

I '11 ne*er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy : 
But to see her, was to love her ; 
Love but her, and love for ever. 
Had we never loved sae kindly, 
Had we never loved sae blindly. 
Never met — or never parted. 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest-! 
Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest ! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 
Peace, eigoyment, love, and pleasure ! 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; • 
Ae £Effeweel, alas ! for ever \ 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I '11 pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans i *11 wage theo. 



IV. 

GLOOMY DECEMBER. 

Ance mair T hail thee, thou gloomy December ! 

Ance mair I hsdl thee wi* sorrow and care ; 
Sad vi^as the parting thou makes me remember. 

Parting wi' Nancy, O ! ne'er to meet msdr. 
Fond lovers' parting is sweet panful pleasure, 

Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour ; 
But the dire feeling, farexoeU for ever. 

Is angiush unmingled and agony pure. 
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Wild as the winter now tearing the forest, 

Till the last leaf o' the summer is flown. 
Such is the tempest has shaken my bosom, 

Since my last hope and last conifort is gone ; 
Still as I h£ul thee, thou gloomy December ! 

Still shall I hail thee wi' sorrow and care ; 
For sad was the parting thou makes me remember. 

Parting wi' Nancy, O ! ne'er to meet mair. 



V. 
TuxE — My Naimie^ O. 

Bbhind yon lulls where Lugar flows, 
'Mang moors and mosses many, O, 

The wintry sun the day has closed. 
And I *11 awa to Nannie, O. 

The westlin wind blaws loud au' shill ; 

Hie night's baith mirk and rainy, O ; 
But I'll get my plaid, an' out I '11 steal. 

An' owre the hills to Nanuie, O. 

My Nannie 's charming, sweet, an' young ; 

Nae artfii' wiles to win ye, O : 
May ill be&' the flattering tongne 

That wad beguile my Nannie, O. 

Her face is fair, her heart is true. 
As spotless as she 's bonnie, O ; 

The opening gowau, wet wi* dew, 
Nae purer is than Nannie, O. 

c 
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A coantry lad is ipy degree. 
An' few there be that ken me, O ; 

But what care I how few they b^ ? 
I 'm welcome aye to Nannie, O. 

My ridies a's my penny-fee. 
An' I maun guide it cannie, O ; 

But warFs gear never troubles me. 
My thoughts are a' my Nannie, O. 

Our auld gmdman delights to view 
His sheep an' kye thrive bonnie, O ; 

But I 'm as blythe that bauds his pleagh. 
An' has nae care but Nannie,. Q^ 

Come weel, come woe, I carena by, 
I '11 tak what Heaven will send me, O ; 

Nae ither care in life have 1, 
But live, an' love my Nannie, O. 



VI. 

CBAIGIE-BURN-WOOD. 

Beyond thecy dearkt beyond thee, dearie. 

And Otobe lying beyond thee ; 
O sweetly, soundly, weel may he sleep. 

That *s laid in the bed beyond thee. 

Sweet closes the evening on Cndgie-bum-wood, 

And blithely awakens the morrow ; 
But the pride of the spring in the Craigie-bum-wood 

Can yield to me nothing but sorrow. 
Beyond thee, ^c. 
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I see the spreading leaves and flowers, 

I hear the ndld birds sing^g ; 
But pleasure they hae n^e for me. 

While care my heart is wringing. 
Beyond thee, ^. 

I canna tell, I maonna tell, 

I darena for your anger ; 
Bnt secret love will break my heart. 

If I conceal it langer. 

Beyond thee^ ^ 

I see thee gracefh', stndght, and tall, 

I see thee sweet and bohie ; 
But, O ! what will my torments be. 

If thou refuse thy Johnie ? 

Beyond thee^ ^c. 

To see thee in anither's arms. 

In love to lie and languish, 
Twad be my dead, that will be seen, 

My heart wad burst wi' anguish. 
Beyond ihee, ^c 

But Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine. 

Say, thou lo'es nane before me ; 
And a' my days o' life to come 

I 'U gratefully adore thee. 

Beyond iJtee, jr. 
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BLITHE WAS SHE. 
TvyK—Andrew and UictOtieg 
BUthe, blU/te and nwrry wai Ae, 

BMie tHU the but and beni 
BSOe by the banki ofSnt, 
But bUhtT in GkntuHtg^. 

Bv Ouchtertyre grows tbe oik. 
On Yarrow banks, the Idrken slu« 

liut Phende was a bonnier lam 
Thaa braes o' Yarrow ever tut. 

Her looks were Uke a flower in H^, 
Her smile was like a simmer mora 

She tripped by tbe banlia oF Em 
As light 'a a bird upon a tliom, 
BSat,4v. 

Her boDDie /ace it was aa meek 
As ODy lamb's upOQ a lee ; 

The evening scin was ne'er aae sweel 
As was the bUnk o' Phemle'E ee. 

The Highland hills I 've wander'd md 
And o'er the Lowlands I hae been ; 

But Phemie was the blithest lass 
That ever trod the dewy green. 
Blithe, ^. 
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VIII. 

THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY. 

Botmie kutie, will ye go, mil ye gOy wiB ye gOy 
Bomnie lauie, wiU ye go to the birks ofAhe^eldy $ 

Now simmer blinks on flowery braes. 
And o'er the crystal streamlet plays : 
Come let us spend the lightsome days 
In the birks of Abeifeldy. 

Bonnie Uusie^ ^c. 

While o'er theii' heads the hazels hlng. 
The little birdies blithely sing. 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. . 

Bonnie lastie^ j-c. 

The braes ascend like lofty wa's. 
Hie foaming stream deep roaring fa's, 
O'er-hung wi' fragrant spreading shaws. 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie^.^c. 

The hoary cliflb are crown'd wi' flowers, 
White o'er the linns the bumie pours. 
And rising, weets wi' misty showers 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lauie., ^c, 
c3 
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Let Fortune's gifts at random flee, 
They ne'er shaU draw a wish frae me. 
Supremely blest wi' love and thee. 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonme lassie^ jfc. 



IX. 

THE BONNIE WEE THING. 
Tune— TV^ lads ofSaUcoatu 

Bonnie wee thing, cannie wee thing. 

Lovely wee thing, wast thou mine, 
I wad wear thee in my bosom. 

Lest my jewel 1 should tine. 

Wishfully I look and languish 
In that bonnie face o' thine ; 

And my heart it stounds wi' anguish. 
Lest my wee thing be na mine. 

Wit, and grace, and love, and beauty. 

In ae constellation shine : 
To adore thee is my duty. 

Goddess o' this soul o' mine ! 

Bonnie wee^ ^c. 
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X. 

TjTHH—AUan Water. 

By Allah stream I chanced to rove. 

While Phoebus sank beyond Benledi ; 
The winds were whispering thro' the grove. 

The yellow com was waving ready : 
I listen'd to a lover*s sang. 

And thought on youthfd' pleasures mony ; 
And aye the wild-wood echoes rang — 

O, dearly do I love thee, Annie ! 

O, happy be the woodbine bower, 
• Nae nightly bogle mak it eerie ; 
Nor ever sorrow stain the hour. 

The place and time I met my dearie ! 
Her head upon my throbbing breast. 

She, sinking, said, 'M'm thine for ever !^' 
While mony a kiss the seal imprest. 

Hie sacred vow, we ne'er should sever. 

Hie haunt o' spring 's the primrose brae, 

The simmer joys the flocks to follow ; 
How cheery thro' her shortening day 

Is autumn, in her weeds o* yellow ! 
But can they melt the glowing heart. 

Or chain the soul in speechless pleasure. 
Or thro' each nerve the rapture dart. 

Like meeting her, our bosom's treasure ? 
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XL 
IMITATION OF AN OLD JACOBITE SONG. 

By yon castle wa% at the close of the day, 
I heard a man sing, tho' his head it i^nA gray ; 
And as he was singing, the tears fast down came— 
There '11 never he peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Hie church is in ruins, the state is in jars^ 
Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars ; 
We darena weel say *ty but we ken wha's to blame — 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword. 
And now I greet round their green beds in the yerd : 
It brak the sweet heart o' my faithfii' auld dame — 
There 11 never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Now life is a burden that bows me down. 
Sin' I tint my biums, and he tint his crown ; 
But till my last moment my words are the same-^- 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 



XII. 
Tune — Cd* the Yowes to the Knowes, 

CHORUS. 

Ca* the yowes to the knowei^ 
C(C them where the heather grows^ 
Co* them tuhere the bumie rowt^ 
My bonnie dearie! 
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Hark ! the mavis' eveuing sang 
Sonnding Clouden's woods amang ; 
Then a-&aldiDg let us gang, 
My bonnie dearie ! 

Ca* the^ 4^c. 

We'll gae down by Qouden side. 
Thro' the hazels spreading wide. 
O'er the waves that sweetly glide 
To the moon sae clearly. 

Ca* they ^c. 

Yonder Clouden's silent towers. 
Where at moonshine midnight hours. 
O'er the dewy bending flowers, 
Fairies dance sae cheery. 

Co* the, 4;c, 

Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear ; 
Thou 'rt to love and heaven sae dear, 
Nocht of ill may come thee near, 
My bonnie dearie ! 

Ca* they ^c. 

Fair and lovely as thou art. 
Thou hast stown my very heart ; 
1 can die — but canna part. 
My bonnie dearie! 

Cfl' the, 4fc. 
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XIII. 

DUNCAN GRAY. 

Duncan Gray came here to woo, 

HOf ha, the wooing o' t, 
On bUthe yule night when we were fou. 

Ha, hay the wooing o* t, 
Maggie coost her head fh' high, 
Look'd asklent and unco skeigh, 
Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh ; 

JJo, ha, the wooing o' t. 

Duncan fleech'd, and Duncan pray'd ; 

Ha, ha, ^. 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig, 

Ha, ha, j[c, 
Duncan sigh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his een baith bleer't and blin% 
Spak o' lowpin o'er a linn ; 

Ha, ha, ^c. 

Hme and chance are but a tide, 

Ha, ha, ^c. 
Slighted love is sair to bide. 

Ha, ha, ^c. 
Shall I, like a fool, quoth he. 
For a haughty hizzie die ? 
She may gae to — France for me 1 

Ha, 1m, 4fc. 

How it comes let doctors tell, 

Ha, ha, ^c, 
Meg grew sick — as he grew heal, 

Ha, ha, ^c. 
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SomeUiiDg in her bosom wrings ; 
For relief a sigh she brings ; 
And Oy her een, they spak sic things ! 
Hay ha, ^. 

Dancan was a lad o' grace, 

Hofhoy jr. 
Maggie's was a piteous case, 

JJo, Ao, ^c. 
Duncan couldna be her death. 
Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath ; 
Now they 're crouse and canty bidth ; 

Ho, ha^ the wooing o*t. 



XIV. 
TuKE — Rothiemurchut. 

Chorus. 

Fairest maid on Devon banks. 
Crystal Devon,, winding Devon, 

Wilt thou lay that frown aside^ 
And smile as thou were wont to do$ 

Full well thou know'st I love thee dear, 
Couldst thou to malice lend an ear ! 
O, did not love exclaim, " Forbear, 
Nor use a faithful lover so ?" 

Fairest maid^ ^c. 

Then come, thou fairest of the ^edr ! 
Those wonted smiles, O, let me share ; 
And by thy beauteous self I swear, 

No love but thine my heart shall know. 

Fairest maid^ ^c. 
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XV. 
WAR SONG. 



Scene— « field of battle; time of the day— evening; the 
wounded and dying of the victorious army are luppoted 
to Join in the fbllowing song. 



Farewell, thou fsur day, thou green earth, and ye 
skies. 

Now gay with the bright setting sun ; 
Farewell, loves and friendships, ye dear tender ties. 

Our race of existence is run ! 

Thou grim king of terrors, thou life's gloomy foe. 

Go, frighten the coward and slave ; 
Go, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant ! but know. 

No terrors hast thou to the brave ! 

Thou strikest the dull peasant, he sinks in the dark. 
Nor saves ev*n the wreck of a name ; 

Thou strikest the young hero — a glorious mark ! 
He falls iu the blaze of his fame * 

In the field of proud honour — our swords in our 
hands, 

Oui' king and our country to sav&— 
While victoi7 shines on life's last ebbing sands, 

O ! who would not rest with the brave ? 
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XVI. 

TvsJi-^NancyU to the Greewwood gone. 

Fabewbll, thou stream that windii^ flows 
Around Eliza's dwelling ! 

Memory I spare the cruel throes 
Within my hosom swelling : 

Condemned to drag a hopeless chiun, 

And yet in secret languish. 
To feel a fire in every vein. 

Nor dare disclose my anguish. 

Love's veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, 

I fain my griefs would cover : 
The bursting sigh, th' unweeting groan. 

Betray the hapless lover. 

1 know thou doom'st me to despair. 

Nor wilt nor canst relieve me ; 
But O, 'Eliza, hear one prayer. 
For pity's sake forgive me ! 

The music of thy voice I heard. 

Nor wist while it enslaved me ; 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd. 

Till fears no more had saved me : 
Th' unwary sailor thus aghast. 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 
'Mid circling horrors sinks at last 

In overwhelming ruin. 



D 
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XVII. 
M'PHERSON'S FAREWELL. 

Farewell, ye dnogeons dark and strongy 

The wretch's destinie ! 
M'Pherson's time will DOt be loDg, 

On yoDder gallows tree 

Chorus. 

Sae nmtmgiy^ toe wantonly^ 

Sae daunHngly gaed he ; 
He fioffd a spring and danced it round^ 

Belffw the gaUows tree^ 

O, what is death but parting breath ? — 

On mony a bloody plsdn 
Vve dared his face, and in this place 

I scorn him yet ag^ ! 

Sae rantmgly, ^c. 

Untie these bands from off my hands. 

And bring to me my sword ; 
And there 's no man in all Scotland, 

But ril brave him at a word. 

Sae rantingly^ ^c. 

I've lived a life of sturt and strife ; 

I die by treacherie : 
It bums my heart I must depart, 

And not avenged be. 

1^ ranttngly, ^c 
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Now farewell, light, thou sunshine bright, 

And all beneath the sky ! 
May coward shame distain his name, 

'Hie wretch that dares not die ! 

Sae raniingly, JC^. 



XVIII. 



A MOTHER'S LAMENT FOR THE DEATH OF 

HER SON. 

Tune — Fmlayston House. 

Fate gave the word, the arrow sped. 

And pierced my darling*s heart ; 
And with him all the joys are fled 

Life can to me impart. 
By cruel hands the sapling drops. 

In dust dishonuur'd laid : 
$0 fell the pride of all my hopes. 

My age's future shade. 

The mother linnet in the brake 

Bewails her ravish'd young ; 
So I, for my lost darling's sake. 

Lament the live-day long. 
Death, oft I've fear'd thy fatal blow ! 

Now, fond I bare my breast. 
O, do thou kindly lay me low 

With him I love, at rest ! 



I 
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XIX. 

WHISTLE O'ER THE LAVE O T. 

First when Maggy was my care, 
Heaven, I thought, was in her air ; 
Now we 're married — spier nae mair^ 

Whistle o'er the lave o 't. — 
Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, 
Bonnie Meg was Nature's child — 
Wiser men than me 's beguiled ;— - 

Whistle o*er the lave o 't. 

How we live, my Meg and me. 
How we love and how we 'gree, 
I carena by how few may see; — 

Whistle o'er the lave o *t. 
Wha I wish were maggots' meat, 
Dish'd up ip her winding sheet, 
I could write — ^bnt Meg maun see't — 

Whistle o'er the lave o 't. 



XX. 

APrON WATER. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton ! among thy green braes ; 
Flow gently, I '11 sing thee a song in thy praise ; 
My Mary *s asleep by thy murmuring stream : 
Flow gently, sweet Aftou ! disturb not her dreaqd. 
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Thoa 8tock-dove,whoseecho resounds thro* the glen. 
Ye wild whistling blackbii'ds in yon thoray den, 
Thou green-crested lapwing, thy scresuning forbear, 
I charge yon, disturb not my slumbering fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton ! thy neighbouring hills. 
Far mark'd with the courses of clear, winding rills ! 
There daily I wander as noon rises high. 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below. 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow ! 
There oft, as mild evening weeps over the lea. 
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy crystal stream, Afton ! how lovely it glides. 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides ! 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave. 
As gathering sweet flowerets she stems thy clear wave ! 

Flow gently, sweet Afton I among thy green braes ; 
Flow gently, sweet river ! the theme of my lays ; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream : 
Flow gently, sweet Afton ! disturb not her dream. 



XXI. 
Tune — GUderoy. 

From thee, Eliza ! I must go, 
And from my native shore ; 

Hie cruel fates between us throw 
A boundless ocean's roar : 

d3 
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But boundless oceans, roaring wide 

Between my love and me, 
They never, never can divide 

My heart and soul from thee. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear. 

The msud that I adore ! 
A boding voice is in mine ear. 

We part to meet no more ! 
But the last throb that leaves my heart. 

While death stands victor by. 
That throb, Eliza ! is thy part. 

And thine that latest sigh ! 



XXII. 
MY BONNIE MARY. 

Go fetch to me a pint o* wine. 

An' fill it in a silver tassie ; 
That I may drink, before I go, 

A service to my bonnie lassie. 
The boat rocks at the pier o* Leith ; 

Fu* loud the wind blaws frae the ferry ; 
The ship rides by the Berwick-law, 

And I maun leave my bonuie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly. 

The glittering spears are ranked r^y ; 
The shouts o' war are heard afar. 

The battle closes thick and bloody ; 
But it's no the roar o* sea or shore 

Wad mak me ianger wish to tarry ; 
Nor shouts o' war that *s heard afar,— 

It's leaving thee, my bonnie Mary ! 
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XXIII. 

GREEN GROW THE RASHES, 

A FRAGMENT. 

C^0RU8. 

Green grow the rathet, O ! 

Oreen grow the rashes, O ! 
The sweetest hours that e'er J spent. 

Were spent amang the lasses, O / 

There's nought but care ou every haii% 

In every hour that passes, O ; 
What signifies the life o' man. 

An' 'twerena for the lasses, ? 
Green grow, S[c, 

The warly race may riches chase. 

An' riches still may fly them, O ; 
An' tho' at last they catch them fast, 

Their hearts can ne'er enjoy them, O. 

Green grow, ^c. 

But gie me a cannie hour at e'en. 

My arms about my dearie, ; 
An' warly cares, an' warly men. 

May a' gae tapsalteerie, O ! 

Green grow,. ^c» 

For you sae douse, ye sneer at this. 
Ye 're nought but senseless asses, Q I 

The wisest man tiie warl' e'er saw. 
He dearly lo'ed the lasses, O. 

Green grow, 4f c. 
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Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O : 

Her 'prentice han' she tried on many 
An' then she made the lasses, 6. 

Green groWy Jc. 



XXIV. 

TuKE— AoMfi AdaW. 

Had I a cave on some wild distant shore, 
Where the winds howl to the waves' dashing roai 

There would I weep my woes. 

There seek my lost repose. 

Till grief my eyes should close. 
Ne'er to wake more. 

Falsest of womankind, canst thou declare 
All thy fond plighted vows — fleeting as air ? 

To thy new lover hie. 

Laugh o*er thy perjury, 

Then in thy bosom try 
What peace is there ! 



i 



XXV. 
WANDERING WILLIE. 

Herb awa, there awa, wandering Willie ! 

Here awa, there awa, baud awa hame ! 
Come to my bosom, my ain only dearie ! 

Tell me thou bring'st me my Willie the same. 
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Tenter winds blew loud and cauld at our parting. 
Fears for my Willie brought tears in my ee ; 

Welcome now, simmer, and welcome, my Willie, 
The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

Rest, ye wild storms ! in the cave of your slumbers : 
How your dread howling a lover alarms ! 

Wauken, ye breezes ! row geutly, ye billows ! 
And waft my dear laddie ance mur to my anus. 

But O, if he 's fsdthless, and mindna his Nannie, 
Flow still between us, thou wide-roaring main ! 

May I never see it, may I never trow it. 
But, dying, believe that my Willie 's my din. 



XXVI. 

luncR-^Bere U a health to them that 's awa, hiney, 

CHO&ns. 

Here '« a heaith to arte I lo'e amr. 

Here's a health to ane I lo*e dear ; 

Th€u art tweet a* the tmUe when find lovers meetp 

And soft as their parting tear-^essy ! 

Altho' thou maun never be mine, 

Altho* even hope is denied ; 
TIs sweeter for thee despairing. 

Than aught in the world beside — Jessy I 

Here *s a heakh, jfc. 
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. I mouro thro' the gay, gaudy day, 
As, hopeless, I muse on thy charms ; 

.But welcome the dream o' sweet slumber. 
For then I am lockt in thy arms— Jessy ! 

Here ** aheaUht ^c. 

I guess by the dear angel smile, 
I guess by the love-rolling ee ; 

But why urge the tender confession 

'Gainst fortune's fell cruel decree—Jessy ? 

Here *# a heaith, ^c. 



XXVII. 

PATRIOTIC— ««/»«MAerf. 

Here's a healtli to them that's awa, 

Here's a health to them that's awa ; 

And wha winna wish guid luck to our cause. 

May never guid luck be their fa' ! 

It 's guid to be merry and wise, 

It 's guid to be honest and true. 

It 's guid to support Caledonia's cause. 

And bide by the buif and the blue. 

Here's a health to them that's awa. 

Here's a health to them that's awa ; 

Here's a health to Charlie, the chief o' the clan, 

Altho' that his band be but sma'. 

May liberty meet wi* success ! 

May prudence protect her frae evil ! 

May tyrants and tyranny tine in the mist, 

And wartder their way to the devil ! 
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Here 's a health to them that 's awa, 

Here*s a health to them that's awa. 

Here's a health to Tammie, the Norland laddie, 

That Uves at the lag o* the law ! 

Here 's freedom to him that wad read, 

Here 's freedom to him that wad write ! 

There's nane ever fear'd that the truth should be 

heard. 
But they wham the truth wad indite. 

Here's a health to them that's awa, 

Here*s a hesdth to them that's awa. 

Here's Chieftsun M'Leod, a chieftsdn worth gowd, 

Tho' bred amang mountains o' snaw ! 



XXVIIl. 



I DREAM'D I LAY WHERE FLOWERS WERE 

SPRINGING. 

I dream'd I lay where flowers were springing 

G^y in the sunny beam ; 
Listening to the wild birds singing. 

By a falling, crystal stream : 
Straight the sky grew black and daring : 

Thro* the woods the whirlwinds rave ; 
Trees with aged arms were warring. 

O'er the swelling, dmmlie wave. 

Such was my life's deceitful morning. 

Such the pleasures I enjoy'd ; 
But lang or noon, loud tempests storming 

A' my flowery bUss destroy'd. 
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Tho* fickle fortuue has deceived me. 

She promised fair, and perform'd but ill ; 

Of mony a joy aiid hope bereaved me, 
I bear a heart shall support me still. 



XXIX. 
THE BLUE EYED LASSIE, 
TuKE— 7%e Blaihrie oU, 

I OAED a waefu' gate yestreen, 

A gate, I fear, I'll deaily rue ; 
I gat my death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o' bonnie blue. 
Twas not her golden ringlets bright. 

Her lipa like roses wat wi' dew, 
Her heaving bosom lily-white ; — 

It was her een sae bonnie blue. 

She talk'd, she smiled, my heart she ^vyled. 

She charm 'd my soul I wistoa how ; 
And aye the stound, the deadly wound. 

Cam frae her een sae bonnie blue. 
But spare to speak, and spare to speed; 

She'll aiblins listen to my row : 
Should she refuse, I'll lay my dead 

To her twa een sae bonnie blue. 



SOKOS. 



XXX. 
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COUNTRY LASSIE. 
TuKE — Jdhn^ come kiss me lum. 

Iv simmer when the hay was mawn, 

Aud corn waved green in ilka field, 
While claver hlooms white o'er the lea. 

And r«ses blaw in ilka bield ; 
Blithe Bessie in the milking shield 

Says, I *11 be wed, come o't what will ; 
Out spak a dame in wrinkled eild, 

O' guid advisement comes nae ill. 

It's ye hae wooers mony ane. 

And, kissie, ye 're but yonng ye ken ; 
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale 

A roathie butt, a routhie ben : 
There's Johnie o' the Buskie-glen : 

Fu' is his bam, fu* 4s his byre ; 
Tak this frae me, my bonnie hen. 

It's plenty beets the luver*s fire. 

For Johnie o' the Buskie-glen 

I dinna care a single flie ; 
He lo'es sae weel his craps and kye. 

He has nae lave to spare for me : 
Bat blithe 's the blink o' Robie's ee. 

And weel I wat he lo'es me dear : 
Ae blink o' him I wadna gie 

For Buskie-glen and a' his gear. 

E 





O (bougtilleH iM^, life 'b a fought ; 

The canniest gate, the atrife is sur ; 
But aye fa' han't is fechtiD best. 

An hui^TT care 'a au unco care : 
Bnt tome tvul spend, and Mine will ap 

An' wilfu' folk maun hae their wiU 
Syne at ye hrrw, my mdden f^. 

Keep mind (bat ye maun drink the y 

O, gear will buy me rigs o' land, 

Atid gear wUl buy me sheep an^kyi 
But the tender heart o' leesome lave 

The gowd and tiller canna b>uy ; 
We may be pctor — RoUe and I ; 

Light is the burden hive iiiys on ; 
Content and luve brings peace and joy | 

What mair hae queens upon a tlu«ni 



XXXI. 
FOB A- THAT AND A' THAI 

h there, for honest porerty 

That hangs hie h^, and a' that ? 
Hie coward-slave, we paas him by, 

We dare be poor for a' that ! 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Our toils obscure, and a' tbal. 

Tie rank is but the guinea's stamp j 

TTie man's the gowd fiM-a" that. 
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What tho' on hamely fare we diue. 

Wear hodden-grey, and a' that ; 
Gie fools their silks, and knav^ their wine, 

A man's B man for. a' that; 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Their tinsel show, and a* tha( ; 
The honest man, tho' e'er sae poor, 

Is king o' men for a' that. 

Ye see yon birkie, ca*d a lord, 

Wha struts, and stares, and a' that ; 
Tho' hundreds worship at his word 

He's but a coof for a' that ; 
For a' that, and. a' that, 

His riband, star, and a' that. 
The man of independent min^, 

He looks and laughs at a' that. 

A prince can mak a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a' that ; 
But an honest man's aboon his might : 

Quid faith, he mauna fa' that ! 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Their dignities, and a' that. 
The pith o' sense, and pride o' worth. 

Are higher ranl^ than a' that. 

Then let us pray that come it may. 

As come it will for a' that. 
That sense and worth, o'er a' the earth, 

May bear the gree, and a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 

It's coming yet, for a' that. 
That man to man, the warld o'er, 

Shall brothers be for a' that. 




4» 
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Tuirx— Com rig» an 

It was apon a fjunmaH nigitty 

When com rigs are bonnie. 
Beneath the moon's nndonded fi|^» 

I held awa to Annie : 
The time flew by wi* tentless heed. 

Till tween the late and eariy, 
Wi' sma' persaa»on she agreed. 

To see me thro* tiie barley. 

The sky was blae, ihe wind was stiD, 

The moon was Alining deariy; 
1 set her down, wi' rij^t good liiSl, 

Amang the rigs o' boriey : 
I ken'd her heart was a' my ain; 

I loved her most sincerely ; 
I kiss'd her owre and owre again 

Amang the rigs o* barley. 

1 lock'd her in my fond embrace ; 

Her heart was beating rarely; 
My blessings on that happy place, 

Amang the rigs o* barley ! 
Bat by the moon and stars so bright. 

That shone that hour so clearly ! 
She aye shall bless that happy ni^t 

Amang the rigs o' bariey. 

I hae been blythe wi' comrades dear ; 

I hae been aierry drinkin ; 
I hae been joyfn' gathering gear ; 

I hae been happy thinkm: 
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But a' tbe pleasai*es e'er J saw, 

Tho' three times doubled fairly. 
That happy night was worth them a*, 

Amaug the iig9 o' barley. 



CHORUS. 



com rigs, an* harky^ rigt, 
Ari* com rigs are bonnie ; 

1 'tf ne^er forget that happy nig?it, 
Amang the rigs wV Annie, 



XXXIII. 

JOHN ANDERSON MY JO. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

When we were first acquent. 
Your locks were like the raven. 

Your bonnie brow was brent ; 
But now your brow is held, John, 

Your locks are like the snaw ; 
But blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson my jo. 

John Anderson i^y jo, John, 

We damb the hiU thegither; 
And mony a canty day, John, 

We've had wi' ane £M)ither : 
Now we ma^n totter down, John, 

But hand in l^and we'll go. 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson my jo. 

e3 
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XXXIV. 

LASSIE Wr TH£ LINT-WHITE LOCKS. 
Tnins — Ro^iemun^mtU Rant, 

* CHORUS. 

Louie wV ihelmUwhitelocktf 

BoH/me lauky artlut latne^ 
WUt thou iH' metetU thejiockij 

Wik thou be my dearie 09 

Now nature deeds the flowery lea. 
And a* is young and sweet Uke thee ; 
O wilt thou share its joys wi* me. 
And say thou 'It be my dearie O ? 
Lasne wV, ^c. 

And when the welcome simmer-shower 
Has cheer'd ilk drooping little flower. 
We *11 to the breathing woodbine bower 
At sultry noon, my dearie O. 
Lassie m\ ^c. 

When Cynthia lights, wi* silver ray, 
TTie weary shearer's hameward way. 
Thro* yellow waving fields we'll stray, 
And talk o* love, my dearie O. 
Lassie wV, ^c. 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest ; 
Enclasped to my futhfu' breast, 
I *)1 comfort thee, my dearie O. 
Lassie wi% ^c 
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XXXV. 

« SCOTTISH BALLAD. 
TuKE— 2^ Loffiion Lottie. 

Last May, a braw wooer cam down the lang glen 
And sair wi* his love he did deave me : 

I said there was naething I hated like men, 
'Ilie deuce gae wi' m to believe me, believe me. 
The deuce gae wi* m to believe me. 

He spak o* the darts in my bonnie black een. 
And vow'd for my love he was dying ; ' 

I siud he might die when he liked for Jean : 
The Lord forgie me for lying, for lying. 
The Lord forgie me for lying ! 

A weel-stocked midlen, himsel for the laird. 
And marriage aff-hand, were his proffers ; 

I never loot on that [ kenn*d it, or cared, 
Bot thought I might hae waur offers, waur offers. 
But thought I might hae waur offers. 

But what wad ye think ? in a fortnight or less. 
The deil take his taste to gae near her ! 

He up the lang loan to my black cousin Bess, 
Guess ye how, .the jad l I could bear her, could 

beariier. 
Guess ye how, the jad ! I could bear her. 

But a* the niest week as I fretted wi* care, 

I gaed to the tryste o* Dalgamock, 
And wha but my fine (ickle lover was there, 

I glowred as I *d seen a warlock, a warlock, 

I glowred as 1 'd seen a warlock. 
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But owre my left shouther I gae him a blink^ 
Least neebon might say I was saiicy ; 

My wooer he caper'd as he 'd been in drink. 
And Tow*d i was his dear lassie, dear lassie. 
And TOwM I was his dear lassie. 

I spter'd for my cousin fu* couthy and sweet. 
Gin she had recovered her heaiin. 

And how her new shoonfit her auld shadilet foetr- 
But, heavens ! how he fell a swearin, aswearin. 
But, heavens ! how he fell a swearin. 

He begged, for Gudesake! I wad be his wife. 
Or else I wad kill him wi* sorrow : 

So ev*n to preserve the poor body in life, 
I think I maun wed him to-morrow, to«morrew, 
I think I maun wed him to-morrow. 



XXXVI. 

THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER. 

Tune— Jlford^. 

Louti blaw the frosty breezes. 

The snaws the mountuns cover ; 
Like winter ou me seizes. 

Since my youug Highland Rover 

Far wanders nations over. 
Where'er he go, where'er he stray. 

May Heaven be his warden : 
Return him safe to feir Strathspey, 

And bonuie Cantle-Gordon ! 
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The trees now naked groaning. 

Shall soon wi' leaves be hinging, 
The birdies dowie moaning. 

Shall a' be blithely singing. 

And e\rery flower be springing: 
Sae I *11 rejoice the lee-lang day. 

When by his mighty warden 
My youth's retum*d to fiur Strathspey, 

And bonnie Castle-Gordon. 



XXXVII. 

TAM GLEN. 
TuKE— 7%« Mucking o' GeordkU Byre, 

Mr heart is a breaking, dear Tittle; 

Some counsel unto me come len' ; 
To anger them a* is & pity ; 

But what will I do wi' Tam Glen ? 

I 'm thinking, wi' sic a braw follow, 
In poortith I might mak a fen' ; 

What care I in liches to wallow. 
If I mauuna marry Tam Glen ? 

There's Lowrie the laird o' Drameller, 

** Guid-day to you, brute !** he comes ben : 
He brags and he blaws o* bis siller. 

But when will he dance like Tam Glen ? * 

My minnie does constantly deave me. 
And bids me beware o' young men ; 

They flatter, 8)ie says, to deceive me ; 
Bat wha can think sae o* Tam Glen ? 
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My daddie says^ gin I 'U fonake Um, 

He'll gie me gnid hundec mailEs ten : 
Hut, if it *» ordidii'd I maoiL tidie Um^ 

wha will 1 get but Tarn GHen ? 

Yestreen at the Valentines' dealingi, 
Aty heart to my mou gied a sten ; 

For thrice I drew ane without ftuUng, 
And thrice it was written^TamGleo. 

The last Halloween 1 was wankin 
My droultit sarlt -sleeve, as ye ken ; 

His likeness cam but the house staukin — 
And the very grey breeks o* Tam Glen ! 

Come counsel, dear Tittie, don't Urry ; 

1 '11 gie you my bounie black hen, 
0\{ yc will advise me to marry 

The hid I lo'e dearly, Tam Glen. 



XXXVIII. 
FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY. 

TvvE— The Highland Watch's Farewell. 

My heart is sair, 1 darena tell. 

My heart is ssur for somebody ; 
I could wake a winter night 
For the sake o' somebody. 
Oh-hon ! for somebody ! 
Oh-hey ! for somebody ! 
1 could range the world around. 
For the sake o' somebody. 
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Ye powers that smile on vii'tuous love, 

O, sweetly smile on somebody ! 
Frae ilka danger keep him free, 
And send me safe my somebody. 
Oh-hon ! for somebody ! 
Oh-hey! for somelmdy ! - 
I wad do— what wad I not ? 
For the sake 0' somebody ; 



XXXIX. 

MY HEART 'S IN THE HIGHLANDS. 
The first half stanza of this Song is old ; the vest is mine. B. 

My heart 's in the Highlands, my h^art is not here ; 
My heart 's in the Highlands a^chaslnl^ the deer ; 
Chasing the wild deer, And foll6wing the roe. 
My heart 's in the Highlands, wherever Igo. 
Farewell to the Highlands, ferewell to the North, 
The birth-place of valonr, the country of woHh ; 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove. 
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 

Farewell to the mountains high cover'd with snow ; 
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below ; 
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods ; 
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods. 
My heart 's in the Highlands, mybeart is not here ; 
My heart 'sib the Highlands a-chasing the deer ; 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe. 
My hctet 's in the Highlands, wherever I go. 
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XL. 



Now bauk an* brae are claith'd in green 

An' scatter'd cowslips sweetly springy 
By Ginran's fairy-haunted stream 

The birdies flit on wanton wing. 
To Cassillis' banks when e'ening fa's. 

There wi* my Mary let me flee ; 
Tliere- catch her ilka glance o' love, 

Tlie bonnie blink o' Mary's ee ! 

The chield wha boasts o' warld's wealth. 

Is aften lidrd o' meikle care ; 
fint Mbt^ she is a' my £un : 

Ah, fortune canna gie me mair ! 
Then let me range by Cassillis* banks, 

Wi' her the lassie deai* to me ; 
And catch her ilka glance o* love, 

The bonnie blink o' Mary's ee I 



XLI. 

MY NANNIE »S AWA. 
TuKE — There *U never he Peace, 

Now in her green mantle blithe nature arrays. 
And listens the lambkins that bleat o'er the braes. 
While birds warble welcome in ilka green shaw ; 
But to me it *8 delightless — my Nannie 's awa. 
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The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands adorn , 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the mom ; 
They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw. 
They mind me o' Nannie — ^my Nannie's awa. 

Thou lavrock that springs frae the dews of the lawn. 
The shepherd to warn o' the grey-breaking dawn, 
And thou, mellow maris, that hsuls the nigbt-fa*. 
Give over for pity— my Nannie 's awa. 

Come, autumn, sae pensive, in yellow and gray, 
And soothe me wi' tidings o' nature's decay ; 
The dark, dreary winter, and wild-driring snaw, 
Alane can delight me — now Nannie 's awa. 



XLII. 

DAINTY DAVIE. 

Now rosy May comes in wi* flowers, 
To deck her gay, green spreading bowers ; 
And now comes in my happy hours. 
To wander ^nV my Darie. 

CHOKIIS. 

Meet me on the warlock knowe^ 
Dainty J^avie^ dainty Davie^ 

There I *U tpend the day wV you^ 
My ain dear dainty Davie. 

The crystal waters round us W, 
The merry birds are lovers a'. 
The scented breezes round us blaw, 
A-wandering wl' my Darie. 

Meet mey jr. 

F 
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When purple momiiif -starts tkt kanf. 
To steal aipoa her earif fiire, 
Hien tfaro' the tiews I imll iet»ir, 
To meet my fiidthEfR' Dam. 

Meet me, ^c. 

When day, «]q^ng in the west, 
The cnrtain draws o' natiure's rest, 
I flee to his arms I lo'e best* 
And that *s my ain dear Davie. 



XLIII. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

Tune — 7?ie hopeless Lover, 

Now spring has dad theigmves in green. 

And strew*d the lea wi* flowers ; 
'ITie furrowed, waving com is seen 

Rejoice in fostering showers : 
While ilka thing in natar^ join 

Their sorrows to forego, 
O why thus all alone are mine 

The weary steps of woe ? 

Hie trout within yon wimpling bum 

Glides swift, a silver dart. 
And safe beneath the shady thorn 

Defies the angler's art : 
My life was once -that careless stream. 

That wautoki trout was I ; 
But love, wi' unreteating ^eun. 

Has scorch'd my Vbuntain dry. 



\ 
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The little floweret's pcacelul lot, . 

In yonder cliff that growa, 
Whieh> save the linnet's ffig^t, I wot, 

Nae mder visit knaivs, 
Was'mine ; till love has o'er me past, 

And blighted a'. my bloom. 
And now beneath the withering blast 

My youth and joy consume. 

The wakened lavrock warbling springs. 

And cUmbs the early sky. 
Winnowing blithe her dewy wi^ga 

In morning's rosy e^. : 
As little reckt I sorrow's power, 

Until the flowery snare 
O' witching love, kt luddeaa hour. 

Made me the ^raU o' care. 

O had my fate been Greenland snows. 

Or Afric's burnibg zoqe, 
Wi' man and nature leagued my foes. 

So Peggy ne'er I 'd known ! 
The wretch whose doom is, ** hope nae mair," 

What tongue his woes can tell ? 
Within whose bosom, save despur, 

Nae kinder spirit3 dwell. 



XLIV. 

COlfPOSXD ISr AUGUST. 

Tune — I had a horte, I had nae mair. 

Now westlin winds, and slaughtering guns 
Bring autumn's {feasant weather ; 

Tlie moorcock springs, on whirring wings, 
Amaog the blooming heather : 
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Now wafiog grain, wide o'er tlie plain. 

Delights the weary fiurmer ; 
And the moon aliines bright, yrbea I mte at niglit 

To muse upon my diarmer. 

The partridge loves the frnitfiil fells ; 

The plover loves the moontains ; 
The woodcock haunts the lonely deDs ; 

The soaring hem the fountains : 
Thro' lofty grores the cushat roves. 

The path of man to shun it ; 
The hazel bush o'erhangs the thrush. 

The spreading thorn the linnet. 

Thus every kind thdr pleasure find. 

The savage and the tender ; 
Some social join, and leagues combine; 

Some solitary wander : 
A\'auDt, away ! the cruel sway, 

Tyrannic man's dominion ; 
Hie sportsman's joy, the murdering cry. 

The fluttering, gory pinion ! 

But Peggy dear, the evening's clear. 

Thick flies the Kkimming swaUow ; 
The sky is bine, the fleldM in view. 

All foding-grcen and yellow : 
Come let us stray our gladsome way, 

Aud view the charms of nature ; 
The rustling com, the fhuted thom. 

And every happy creature. 

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk. 

Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
1 'U grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest. 

Swear how I love thee dearly : 




Not vernal showers to budding flowern. 
Not antnmo to the former, 

So dear can be as thou to me. 
My fiur, my kMrely charmer 1 



XLV. 
TuvT-T'The wee wee man, 

O BONNIE was yon rosy brier. 

That l^looms sae fsur frae baiwt o' maa ; 
And bonnie she, apd ah» bow d^^r *. 

It shaded frae the e'ecin sup. 

Yon rosebuds in the morning dew. 
How pure amang the leaves sae green ! 

But purer was the lover^ vow 
Tliey witness*d in their shade yestreen. 

All in its rude and prickly bower, ' 

Xl|«t primson rpw, bow sweet apd hif \ 

But love is far a sweeter flower 
AvM \W9 tHpiw Vi^tb »' («re, 



XLVI. 



FRAGMENT, IN WITHERSPOQN'S QOL- 
LRCTHQN OF SCOTS SONGS. 

Tvvii^ffugkU Graiam. 

" O GIN my Ipve were you red rose 
That grows upon the castle wa'. 

And I mysel' a drap o' dew. 
Into her bonnie breast to fa' ! 

f3 
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Oy there beyond dpRSBion UeHy 
I'dfeasrtonbeMrtya* Uieiii^t; 

SeaPd on lier silk-saft fimkb to rest, 
TU fley'd awaby Pho^ws' lii^t. 



•f 



• O were my lore yon lilac fidr, 
Wi' purple blossoms to tiie spring ; 

And I, a bird to shelter there. 
When wearied on my Httle wing : 

How I wad monm, when it was torn 
By antiimn wild, and winter mde ! 

But I wad sing on wanton wing. 

When yoothfii' May its bloom reoew'd *. 



XLVII. 
BESS AND HER SPINNING WHEEL. 

Tune — Bottom qf^ Punch Bind, 

O LEEZE me OQ my spinning wheel, 

leeze me on my rock and reel ; 
Frae tap to tae that deeds me bien. 
And haps me fiel and warm at e'en ! 

1 *11 set me down and sing and spin. 
While laigh descends the mnmier sun, 
Blest wi' content, and milk and meal— 
O leeze me on my spinning wheel. 

* These stanns were added by fiuras. 
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On ilka hand the baruies trot. 
And meet below my theekit cot ; 
The scented blrk and hawthorn white 
Across the.pool their arms nnite^ 
Alike to screen the birdie's nest. 
And little fishes caller rest : 
The sun blinks kindly in the biel', 
Where blithe I turn my spinning wheel. 

On lofty aiks the cushats wsdl. 
And echo cons the doolfu* tale ; 
The lintwhites in the hazel braes. 
Delighted, rival ither's lays : 
The craik amang the claver hay. 
The paitrick whirrin o'er the ley. 
The swallow jinkin round my shiel. 
Amuse me at my spinning wheel. 

* 

\^' sma' to sell, and less to buy, 
Aboon distress, below envy, 
O wha wad leave this humble state. 
For a' the pride of a' the great I 
Amid their flaring, idle toys. 
Amid their cumbrous, dinsome joys. 
Can they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spinning wheel? 



XLVIII. 

TuKE — Logan Water, 

O Logan, sweetly didst thou glide 
That day I was my Willie's bride ; 




Ait4ftmt 

iJSkt dnmSk mimew, 
fWf hi frae 





ApAmthewtarrymtoaA&Maf 
Him mide ottr luDf »d vaDejs fif; 
The bird* rc^oiee is Icaff 
Tbe twef InnD nmad the 
hlUhe nionilsg lifts bis loiy 
And tvttAttffit lean are teaos of Jof 
Mf Html, ddtgbtlets, a' SBrrejv, 
Whik WiUk's for frae Logao 



Within yon nitlk-wbite bawtbom 
AffianK her neHtUngs, sits tbe tbmsb; 
Hrr faUhftt* mate will share ber toil. 
Or ¥fV his song her cares beguile : 
f)iit I ¥fV rny sweet nurslings here, 
Nnir niHtn to hi;Jt>, nae mate to cbeer, 
Puss widowM nights and joyless days, 
Whiln Willie 's far frae Logan braes. 

WHO upon you, men o* state, 
'tlint hrcthrcrn rou»c to deadly bate ! 
As ye mnk mony a fond heart moum» 
Hae may It on your heads return ! 
How can your flinty hearts enjoy 
1*lic widow's tears, the orphan's cry ? 
Hut soon may peace bring happy days^ 
And Willie hamo to Logan braes ! 
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XLIX. 
THE POSIE. 

O LUVE will venture in, where it dauma weel be 
seen; ^ 

luve will venture in where wisdom ance has been ; 
But I will down yon river rove, amang the wood sae 

green. 
And a' to pu' a posie to my inn dear May. 

The primrose I will pu', the firstling o' the year. 
And I will pu' the pink, the emblem o' my dear. 
For she 's the pink o' womankind, and blooms with- 
out a peer ; 
And a* to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

1 '11 pu' the budding rose, when Phoebus peeps in 

view, 
For it 's like a baumy kiss o' her sweet bonnie mou ; 
The hyacinth's for constancy, wi' its unchangingblue, 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The lily it is pure, and the lily it is fsar. 
And in her lovely bosom I '11 place the Uly there ; 
The daisy 's for simplicity and unaffected air. 
And a' to be a poale to my fdn dear May. 

The hawthorn I will pu', wi' its locks o' siller gray. 
Where, like an aged man, it stands at break o' day ; 
But the sobgster's nest within the bush I wiona tak 
away; 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 
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O Mabt, at thy window be; 

It is the wi^'d^ the trrateft lloar ' 
Those sniles and glances list me :««» 

That make the miser's creasnrQ poor : 
How biithdy wad I bid the sttmre,. 

A weary danre drae sunt»a«n; 
Conld I the rich reward aceoRy 

The lovely Mary Morisonr 



YeaCBMB, when to the ticmhUni^ 
fht daamx gacd thx^ tfar ligteA ka"^ 

To thee my iutej took its winf ; 
I aaty but ncclkcr hcKd or 
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Tlio' this was Mr^ tod that was braw. 

And yon the toast of k* the town, 
I sij^'d, and said amaBg thcai a% 

'< Ye arena Marj BlOrison*" 

O Mary, canst thou wredc his peace^ 

Wha for thy salce wad gladly tUe ? 
Or canst thou break that heart of his, 

Whase only faot is loving thee ? 
If love for tove thou wiltna gie, 

At least be pity to me shown f 
A thought ungeMle canna be 

The thought o' Mary Iff'orison. 



U. 
LORD GREGORY. 

O mRK, mirk is this midnight hour. 
And loud the tempest's roar ; 

A waefu' wanderer seeks thy tower : 
Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 

An exile frae her father's ha% 

And a* for loving thee ; 
At least some piiy on me «haw, 

If iove it mayna be. 

Lord Gre|^, mind'st thou not the grove. 

By bonnle Irwine side. 
Where first I owu'd that virgin-love, 

I Umg, lang had denied ? 
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How aften ifidsi tlMm pledge aad tow, 
Tboa wad for afe be Bune ! 

And mj food heart, hael ae trae. 
It ne'er mS aUim c d dune. * 

Hard is thy heart. Lord GrepMy, 

And ffinty is th j breast : 
ThoQ dart of beaten that ilasbest by, 

O wih thon pvene rest? 

Ye mostering thondets from above. 

Your willing Yictim see ! 
Bnt spare, and pardon mj fonse love, 

Hb wrangs to heaven and me ! 



Lll. 

A RED, RED ROSE. 
TuKE — Wlshaw't Facomrite. 

O, MY lare *8 like a red, red rose. 
That 's newly sprung in June : 

O, my Inve 's like the mdodie 
That *8 sweetly play*d in tone. 

As £ur art thou, my bonnie lass. 

So deep in lure am I : 
And I will lore tbee still, my dear, 

Till a' the seas gang dry : 

nil a' the seas gang dry, my dear. 
And the rocks melt wi' the son : 

I will love thee still, my dear. 
While the sands o' life shall mn. 



I 
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And fare thee weel, my only luve I 
And &re thee weel awhile 1 

And I will come again, my lave, 
Hio' it were ten thousand mile. 



L[II. 
TuKE^ J had a Horse, 

O POORTiTH cauld, and restless love, 

Ye wreck my peace between ye ; 
Yet poortith a' I could .forgive. 

An' 't werena for my Jeanie. 
O why should fate sic pleasure have. 

Life's dearest bands untwining ? 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love 

Depend on Fortune's shining ? 

This warld's wealth when I fhinic on. 
Its pride, and a' the lavQ o 't ; 

Fie, fie on silly coward man. 
That he should be the slave o 't. 

O why, j-c. 

Her een sae bonnie blue betray 
How she repays my passion ; 

But prudence is her o'erword aye ; 
She tallcs of rank and fashion. 

O wha can prudence think upon. 

And sic a lassie by him ? 
O wha can prudence think upon. 

And sae in love as I am ? 

O wAy, jr. 

G 



i 



BUBNS. 

How blest tbe humUe cotter's fate ! 

He W009 Ins nrnple dearie ; 
The sillie bo«;le8, wealth and state. 

Can oeter make them eerie. 
O why should fate sic pleasure have. 

Life's dearest bands untwining ? 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love 

Depend on Fortune*s shining ? 



LIV. 
BONNIE LESLEY. 

O SAW ye bomue Lesley 

As she gaed o'er l^e border ? 

She 's gane, like Alexander, 
To spread her conquests farther. 

To see her is to love her. 
And love but her for ever ; 

For Natttrc made her what she is. 
And ne'er made sdc anither. 

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley ! 

Thy subjects we* before thee: 
Thou art divine, fair Lesley ! 

The hearts o* men adore thee. 

The deil he ceu'dna scaith thee, 
Or au^t that wad bdang tkee ; 

He 'd look into thy boonie lace. 
And say, ** I canna wrang thee." 
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The Powers aboon will tent tbee ^ 

Misfortmie sha'na ifteer thee ; 
Thou 'it like themselves sae loveI]r> 

That ill they '11 ne*er let near thee. 

Return again, £ur Lesley ! 

Return to Caledonie ! 
That we may brag, we hae a lass 

There 's nane again sae bonnie. 



LV. 

ADDRESS TO THE WOOD-LARK. 

TuKE — Where ^U bonnie Ann lie. 

OB^Lo^roeh side, 

O STAY, sweiet warbling wood-l|urk» stay. 
Nor quit me for the trembling spray : 
A hapless lover courts thy lay. 
Thy soothing fond complalnipg. 

Agun, ag^n that tender part. 
That I may catch thy melting art; 
For sur^y that ynd touch her heart, 
Wha kills me wi' disdaining. 

Say, was thy little mate unkind. 
And heard thee as the careless wind ? 
O, nocht but love and sorrow jdn'd. 
Sic notea o' wae could wauken. 
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Thoo tells o* upt'er-ending care ; 
O' speechless grief aod dark despair ; 
For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair. 
Or my poor heart is broken ! 



LVI. 
TuKE — This isnomyain House* 

CHORUS. 

O Ihit it no my ain kuHe^ 
Fair tho' the kutk be; 

O weel ken I my ain lassie^ 
Kind love it in her ee. 

I SEE a form^ I see a face, 
Ye weel may wi' the fairest place : 
It wants, to me, the witching grace. 
The kind love that 's in her ee, 

Oihititno^ ^e. 

She *s bonnie, blooming, straight, and tall. 
And lang has had my heart in thrall ; 
And aye it charms my very saul. 
The kind love that 's in her ee. 

O ihit it noy 4i;c, 

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, 
To steal a blink, by a' unseen ; 
But gleg as light are lovers* een. 
When kind love is in the ee. 

Othiiiina,^ 
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It may escape the oourtl j sparks ; 
It may escape the l«anie(| clerks ; 
But wed the wilchiiig loter marks 
Hie kind love that's in her ee. 

O thU is no, j-c* 



LVII. 

TJSPJR, \ HAfi SBEN THE DAY. 

Twis^InvercaultTf ffeel. 

CHORUS. 

Tiibie, I hae s^en the day 
Ye pwUdna been »ae shy ; 

For laik (f gear ye lightly fne^ 
Butf trovthy J carena by. 

Yestreen I met yoa ob the moor. 
Ye spakna, bat gaed by like stoore : 
Ye geek at me becaose I 'm poor. 
But iieat a hair care I. 

O Tibbie, I hae, 4;c. 

I doubtna, lass, but ye may think. 
Because ye hae the name o' clink. 
That ye can please me at a wink, 
Whfpe'^r f e Uke to try, 

O Tibbie, I hae, ^c. 

But sorrow tak him that *s sae mean, 
Altho* his poach o* coin wese clean, 
Wha follows ony saqcy qoean 
That looks sae proud and high. 

O Tibbie, I hae, ^c» 
g3 



I 



M BUEH8. 

Altho' a lad were e'er sae smart. 
If that he want the yellow cfirt, 
Ye '11 cast your head anither airt. 
And answer him fu* dry. 

Bat if he hae the name o' gear. 
Ye '11 fasten to him like a brier, 
Tho* hardly he for sense or lear 
Be better than the kye. 

Tibbie, I hae, 4:e. 

But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advice; 
Your daddy*s gear maks fou. sae nice. 
The deil a ane wad spier your price. 
Were ye as poor as J. 

O Tibbie, I hae, ^. 

There lives a lass in yonder park, 
I wouldna gie her in her sark. 
For thee wi' a' thy thousand mark : 
Ye needna look sae high. 

O Tibbie^ I hae^ 4;c. 



LVIII. 

O, WAT YE WHA 'S IN YON TOWN ? 
Tune — 7^ honnie Lass in yon Town. 

O, WAT ye wha 's in yon town. 

Ye see the e'euin sun upon ? 
The fairest dame 's in yon town. 

That e'enin sun is shining on. 
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Now haply down yon gay green shaw. 
She wanders by yon spreading tree : 

How blest, ye flowers that roand her blaw. 
Ye catch the glances o' her ee I 

How blest, ye birds that round her sing. 
And welcome in the bloonung year ! 

And doubly welcome be the spring. 
The beason to my Lucy dear. 

The sun blinks blithe on yon town. 

And on yon bonnie braes of Ayr ; 
But my delight in yon town. 

And dearest bliss, is Lucy fair. 

Without my love, not a* the charms 

O' Paradise could yield me joy; 
But gie me Lucy in my arms. 

And welcome Lapland's dreary sky. 

My cave wad be a lover's bower, 

Tho' raging winter rent the air ; 
And she a lovely little flower, 

That I wad tent and shelter there. 

sweet is she in yon town. 

Yon sinkin sun 's gane down upon ; 
A fiEiirer than 's in yon town. 
His setting beam ne'er shone upon. 

If angry fate is sworn my foe. 
And suffering I am doom'd to bear ; 

1 careless quit aught else below, 

But spare me, spare me, Lucy dear. 




For while lilers dearest blood It warm, 
Ae thoHg^t firae her shall j«'er defNUt, 

And flh^-Htf fureet is her fomiy 
3he has the trvcst, kindest heart. 



LIX. 
I 'LL AYE CA' IN BY YON TOWN. 

I 'll aye ca' In by yon town. 

And by yon garden groai agua ; 
I '11 ay ca' in by yon town. 

And see my bonnle Jean again. 

Hiere 's nane sail ken, there 's nane sail guess. 
What brings me back the gate agdn, 

But she, my fadrest fsuthfii' lass. 
And stownlins we sail mee^ again. 

She '11 wander by the aiken tree. 
When trystin-time draws near again ; 

And when her lovely form I sec, 
hakh, she's doubly dear again I 



LX. 
TuHE — Moray, 

O WHA b she that lo'es me. 
And has my heart a-keeping ? 

O sweet is she that lo*es me. 
As dews o' simmer weeping. 
In tears the rose-buds stceptng* 
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CHORUS. 

O that *t the kutie o* my hearty 

My kusk ever dearer; 
O that '# the queen o* womankmdy 

And ne*er a one to peer her. 

If thou shalt meet a lassie. 

In grace and beauty charmiug. 
That e'en thy chosen lassie. 

Ere while thy breast sae warming. 

Had ne'er sic powers alarming; 

O that*s^ 4[C. 

If thou hadst heard her talking. 

And thy attentions plighted. 
That ilka body talking, 

But her by thee is slighted. 

And thou art all delighted ; 

Othat*t,4[e. 

If thou hast met this fair one ; 
When frae her thou hast parted. 

If every other fair one, 
But her, thou hast deserted. 
And thou art broken-hearted ; — 

Othat\ic, 



LXI. 

WHISTLE, AND I 'LL COME TO YOU, MY LAD ! 

O WHISTLE, and I *11 come to you, my lad ! 
O whistle, and I '11 come to you, my lad ! 
Tho* fother and mither and a' should gae mad, 
O whis^e^ and 1 11 come to you, my lad ! 
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But warily tent, when ye come to court me. 
And comena unless tbe back-jrett lie a-je»$ 
Syne up the back-stile, and ht oaeho^ see. 
And come as ye w^^ena comin to me. 
And come, &c 

O whiitky ^ 

At kirk, or at market, whene'or ye meet me. 
Gang by me as tho' that ye caiedisa a flie : 
But steal me a Wvk o* your bonnie Uack ee. 
Yet look as ye werena kiokia at me. 
Yet look, &e. 

O wkistkt ^C' 

Aye TOW and protest that ye carena for me. 
And whiles ye may lightly my beauty a wcs; 
But conrtna anither, tho' jokin ye be. 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me* 
For fear, &c. 

O whiitle, ^c» 



LXIl. 
WILUE BREWD A PECK O* MAUT, 

O, Wi;,LiE brew'd a peck o' maut. 
And Rob and Allan came to see ; 

Three blither hearts, that lee-lang night. 
Ye wadna find in Christendie. 

CHORUS. 

We arena Jbuy we *re no thatfim, 
Bvtjutt a drappie in our £e ; 
The cock may crata^ the day may dawp 
And ayewe^U tofte the iarl^ Ifree, 
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Here are we met, three merry toys, 

Hiree merry boys I trow an we ; 
And mony a idgfat we '^ merry been. 

And mony mae we hope to be ! 

We Bremjbui^ 4T' 



It IS the mien, I hen her hor% 
That's blinkin ta the Hft sae h&B ; 

She shSnes sae bright to wyle us hame, 
Bnt by my sooth she'tt wait a wee! 
We arena fouy ^c. 

Wha first shall me to gang awa, 
A cuckold, coward loun is he ! 

Wha last beside kia cfaaiir shall fa% 
He is the king amang us three ! 
We arena Jbu, ^e. 



LXIIL 

I LOVE MY JEAN. 

TiTXC-UtfMf Adtnirai Gardon*t Strafhtpey. 

Of a*^ the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west. 
For there the bonnie lassie Uves, 

Hie lassie I lo'e best : 
Tiere wild woed^ grow,, md. ritenaiww,^ 

And mony a hill between ; 
But day and night my fency^ ttg^fe 

Is erer wi' my Jean. 
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I see her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fs&r : 
I hear her in the tunefu' birds, 

I hear her charm the ^ : 
. There's not a bonnie flower that springs 

By fountain, shaw, or green ; 
Hiere 's not a bonnie bird that sings. 

But minds me o' my Jean. 



LXIV. 
OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, O ! 

WITH ALTERATIONS. 

O, OPKN the door, some pity to show, 

O, open the door to me, O ! 
Hio* thou hast been false, I '11 ever prove true : 

O, open the door to me, O ! 

Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheek, 

But caulder thy love for me, O ! 
The frost that freezes the life at my heart. 

Is naught to my pains frae thee^ O ! 

The wan moon is setting behind the white wave. 

And time is setting with me, O ! 
False friends, false love, farewell ! for mair 

I '11 ne'er trouble them, nor thee, O ! 

She has open'd the door, she has openM it wide ; 

She sees his pale corse on the plsun, O ! 
My true love, she cried, and sank down by his side. 

Never to rise again, O I 
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LXV. 

ADDRESS TO A LADY. 

TuKE — The Lots of lAoingttone. 

O, WERT thou in the cauld blasts 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea; 
My pludie to the angry airt, 

I 'd shelter thee, I 'd shelter thee. 
Or ^d misfortune's hitter storms 

Around thee blaw, around thee blaw. 
Thy bield should be my bosom. 

To share it a% to share it a*. 

Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare. 
The desert were a paradise. 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there. 
Or were I monarch o' the globe, 

Wi* thee to reign, wi* thee to reign. 
The brightest jewel in my crown 

Wad be my queen, wad be my queen. 



LXVI. 
MARY. 



Powers celestial, whose protection 
Ever guards the Tirtuous fair. 

While in distant dimes I wonder. 
Let my Mary be yow caie v 

H 
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Let her form sae faar and foultless, 
Fidr and faultless as your own ; 

Let my Mary's kindred spirit 
Draw your choicest influence down. 

Make the gales you waft around her 

Soft and peaceful as her breast ; 
Breathing in the breeze that fans her, 

Soothe her bosom into rest : 
Guardian angels, O protect her. 

When in distant lands I roam ; 
To realms unknown while fdte exiles me. 

Make her bo^om still my home. 



LXVII. 

RAVING WINDS AROUND HER BLOWING. 

Tune — M'Gregor ofRuara's Lament. 

Raving winds around her blowing, 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowing. 
By a river hoarsely roaring, 
Isabella stray'd deploring. 
" Farewell, hours that late did measure 
Sunshine days of joy and pleasure ; 
Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow. 
Cheerless night that knows no morrow ! 

** O'er the past too fondly wandering. 
On the hopeless future pondering; 
Chilly grief my life-blood freezes, 
Felljdespair my fancy seizes. 
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Life, thou soul of every blessing, 
Load to misery most distressing, 
O how gladly I 'd resign thee. 
And to dark obliFion join thee !' 



»» 



LXVIIL 

SHE SAYS SHE LO'ES ME B^ OF A'. 

Tvv^^Onagh't WaUr-falL 

Sab flaxen were her ringlets. 

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 
Bewitchingly o'er-arching 

Twa laughing een o' bonnie blue. 
Her smiling, sae wyling. 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe ; 
What pleasure, what treasure. 

Unto these rosy lips to grow ! 
Such was my Chloris' bonnie face. 

When first her bonnie face I saw. 
And aye my Clilons* dearest charm, 

She says she lo*es me best of a*. 

Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ancle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion, 

Wad make a saint forget the sky. 
Sae warming, sae charming. 

Her faultless form and gracefu* air ; 
Ilk feature — auld Nature 

Dedared that she could do nae mair : 
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Hen are the willing duuns o' love. 
By conqaering beauty's aovcreigii law ; 

And aye my Chloris' dearest diann» 
She says she lo'es me best of a*. 

Let others love the dty. 

And gaudy show at simny noon ; 
Gie me the lonely valley. 

The dewy eve and rising moon. 
Fair beaming, and streaming. 

Her silver light the boughs amang ; 
While iiallmg, recalling. 

The amorous thmsh condndes his sang 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 

By wimpling bum and leafy shaw. 
And hear my vows o* tmth and love. 

And say thou lo*est me best of a' ? 



LXIX. 
BANNOCKBURN. 

BRUCE*S ADDRESS TO HIS ARMY BEFORE HIS 
VICTORY AT BANNOCKBURN. 

Scots, wha hae wi* Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led ; 
Welcome to your gory bed. 
Or to glorious Victoria. 

Now 's the day, and now 's the hdur ; 
See the front o' battle lower ; 
See approach proud Edward's powers- 
Edward ! chains and slaverie ! 
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Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave ? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 
Traitor! coward ! turn and flee ! 

Wha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw. 
Free-man stand, or free-man fa' ? 
Caledonian ! on wi' me ! 

By oppression's woes and pains I 
By your sons in servile chains ! 
We will drain our dearest veins. 
But they shall be — shall be free I 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty 's in every blow ! 
. Forward I let us do, or die ! 



LXX. 

MY WIFE 'S A WINSOME WEE THING. 

She is a winsome wee thing. 
She is a handsome wee tMng, 
She is a bonnie wee thing, 
This sweet wee wife o' mine. 

I never saw a fairer, 

I never lo'ed a dearer. 

And niest my heart I '11 wear her. 

For fear my jewel tine. 

h3 




jiujurt. 

She ii a winwie wee tfaiig;^ 
She is a handtOBie w«e tiifaVt 
She is a bonnie wee Ihiac, 
ThU aweet wee wife o' fftee. 

The warid*s wrack we tfaare « % 
The wanlle aad the cave o't $ 
Wi' her I'U Ukhdy bear it. 
And tUnk my lot cBWiie. 



LXXI. 
AULD LANO SYNE. 



Should auld acquiuntance be forgot, 
And never brought to mm' ? 

Should auld acquEuntance 'be forgot. 
And days o' lang eyne ? 



CHOiins. 

For tttdd lang tyne^ my iear^ 

For avid lang synCy 
We ^tttak a cup o* kindnets yet 

For atdd lang'tyne. 

We twa hae run about the braes. 

And pu'd the gowans (lae ; 
But we 've wander'd mony a weary foot 

Sin' amid lang jsyne. 




We twa bae paidl't i' the burn^ 

Frae mornin sun till dine : 
Bat seas between ns braid bae roar*d 

Sin' auld lang syne. 

For aMy ^c. 

And here 's a band, my trusty fiere. 

And gie 's a band o' thine ; 
And we *11 tak a right guid wUlie-wau^ty 

For auld lang syne. 

For auldi ^c. 

And surely ye '11 be your pint-stowp. 

And surely I 'U be mine ; 
And we 'U tak a cup o* kindness yet 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld^ ^c. 



LXXII. 



THE LOVER'S MORNING SALUTE TO HIS 

MISTRESS. 

TuKE— Dei/ tak the Wart. 

Slbep'st thou, or wakest thou, Purest creature ? 

Rosy mom now lifts his eye. 
Numbering ilka bud which Nature 

Waters wi' the tears o' joy : 

Now thro' the leafy woods. 

And by the reeking floods. 



i 




tkedir. 



SBflb to ■£ wKff lonkf 

WkcB abMBt fiae iqr fiuTy 

nbe avfef dbdei o^ cne 
WMb ttiftew g^oom o'cicast ay nlkB d^i 

Bat when k benty^ Bglit 

She aeelf mj ntidi'd rillity 

Wheo tlnoai^ my fcry heart 

Her beaming furies dart ; 
lis then I wake to life, to light, and joy. 



Lxxni. 

STAY, MY CHARMER. 

Tuirz— ^11 GiOe dul^ eiar dhmbh. 

Stay, my charmer, can yon leave me ? 

Cruel, cruel to deceive me ! 

Well you know how much you grieve me ; 

Cruel charmer, can you go ? 

Cruel charmer, can you go ? 
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By my love so ill requited ; 

By the faith you foadly lighted; 

By the pangs of lovers slighted ; 

Do not, do not leave me so ! 

Do not, do not leave me sol 



LXXIV. 
CASTLE GORDON. 

These venet our Poet composed to be sung to Mong, • 
Highland air, of whidi he was extremely fond. 

Streams that glide in orient pl^ns. 
Never bound t>y winter's chains ! 
Glowing here on golden sands. 
There commix'd with foulest stains 
From tyranny's empurpled bands : 
These, their richly-gleaming waves, 
I leave to tyrants and their slaves ; 
Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by Castle Gordon. 

Spicy forests, ever gay. 
Shading from the burning ray 
Hapless wretches sold to toil^ 
Or the ruthless native's way. 
Bent on slaughter, blood, and spoil : ' 

Woods that ever verdant wave, 
I leave the tyrant and the slave ; 
Give me the groves that lofty brave 
The storms, by Caatle Qovdim* 




WlStf herey without oontraly 
Natore rdgDS and rules tiie wMfe ; 
In that sober penrive mood. 
Dearest to the feeling son]. 
She plants the forest, poors the flood; " 
Ufe's poor day I '11 musing rave. 
And find at night a sheltering cave. 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave. 
By bonnie Castle Gordon. 



LXXV. 

THE BRAES O' BALLOCHMYLE. 

TuKE— Jlft#« ForhetU FareweU to Bm^. 

The Catrine woods were yellow seen. 

The flowers decay'd on Catrine lee, 
Nae lavrock sang on hillock green. 

But nature sicken'd on the ee. 
Thro' faded groves Maria sang, 

Hersel in beauty's bloom the while, 
And aye the wild-wood echoes rang, 

Fareweel the braes o' Ballochmyle. 

Low in your wintry beds, ye flowers, 

Agdn ye '11 flourish fresh and fiiir ; 
Ye birdies dumb, in withering bowers. 

Again ye '11 charm the vocal air. 
But here, sdas ! for me nae mair 

Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile. 
Fareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

Fareweel, fareweel wroex^nStofcVimi^e ! 
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LXXVI. 
THE DAY RETURNS, MY 30S0M BURNS. 

TrnsTE'-'Severah of November, 

The day returns, my bosom burns, « 

Hie blissful day we twa did meet : 
Tho* winter wild in tempest toil'd. 

Ne'er summer-sun was half sae sweet. 
Hian a' the pride that loads the tide. 

And crosses o'er the sultry line ; 
Than kingly robes, than crowns and globes. 

Heaven gave me more, it made thee mine. 

While day and night can bring delight, 

Or nature aught of pleasure give ; 
While joys above my mind can move. 

For thee, and thee alone, I live ! 
When that grim foe of life below 

Comes in between to make tls part ; 
The iron hand that breaks our band, 

It breaks my bliss — ^it breaks my heart. 



LXXVII. 



At • meeting of his brother Excisemen in Dumfiries, Bums, 
being called upon for a Song, hapded these venet ex- 
tempore to the President, written on the back of a letter. 

TuKE — Merrily danced the Quaker* t Wifs. 

The Deil cam. fiddling thro' the town. 
And danced awa wi' the Exciseman ; 

And ilka wife cried, " Auld Mahoxok^ 
We wish you luck o' youi i^t\x^>\MNa.» 







**Tfcarc'bt lumiwie reds, and Juwi i of redi, 

Tkoe's hot n p ip cs and Hiilkntij^ bma; 
Bat tbe ae beat duKe cTer cam to 
ddlliawmwi'tke 



LXXVnL 
Tun— Airibi CndK. 

Tbk gloomy algfat is gatfaeriog fi»t ; 
Loud roars tbe idld inooostaat blast ; 
Yon murky dond is fool with rain ; 
I see it drirmg o'er the plun : 
Tbe honter now has left the rooor^ 
Tbe scattered coveys meet secure. 
While here I wander, prest with care, 
Akmg the hmdy banks of Ayr. 

Tbe Aatmnn moamb her ripening com. 
By early Winter's ravage torn ; 
Agiow her placid, azure sky. 
She sees the scowling tempest fly : 
Qiill runs my Uood to bear it rave; 
I think opoQ the stormy wave. 
Where many mdnnnlimai^^aie. 
Far from the boDiAAVasidu o\ hETc. 
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Tis not the surging billow's roar, 
TIs not that firtal, deadly shore; 
Tho' death in every shape appear. 
The wretched have no more to finu* : 
But round my heart the ties are bound. 
That heart transpierced with many a wound ; 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear. 
To leave the bonnie banlu of Ayr. 

Farewell, old Coila's hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors aud winding vales ; 
The scenes where wretched fancy roves. 
Pursuing past, unhappy loves ! 
Farewell, my friends ! farewell, my foes ! 
My peace with these, my love with those : 
The bursting tears my heart declare — 
Farewell the bonnie banks of Ayr. 



LXXIX. 
THE LOVELY LASS OP INVERNESS. 

The lovely lass o* Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see ; 
For e*en and mom she cries, alas ! 

And aye the saut tear Uins her ee : 
Drumossie moor, Drumossie day, 

A waefu' day it was to me ; 
For there I lost my father dear. 

My father dear, and brethren three. 
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Tlieir winding-sheet the Uiddj day, 

Tlieir graves are gronHng green to see; 
And by them lies the dearest lad 

Tliat ever blest a woman's ee ! 
Now waeto thee, thoa cmel lord, 

A Unidy man I trow thoa be ; 
For mony a heart iboa hast made sair. 

That ne*er did wrang to thine or Aee. 



LXXX. 
BONNIE bell/ 

The tfmiling spring comes in rejoicings 

And surly winter grimly flies : 
Now crystal clear are the falling waters, 

And bonnie blue are the sunny skies ; 
Fresh o'er the mountains breaks forth the morning. 

The evening gilds the ocean's swell ; 
All creatures jpy in the sun's returning. 

And I rejoice in my bonnie Bell. 

The flowery spring leads sunny summer. 

And yellow autumn presses near. 
Then in his turn comes gloomy vdnter, 

Till smiling spring again appear. 
Thus seasons dancing, life advancing. 

Old Time and Nature their changes tell. 
But never ranging^ still unchanging, 

i adore .my bonnie Bell. 
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LXXXl. 

THE BANKS OF NITH. 

Tvv^-^Rdbie Donna Gorach. 

The Tliames flows proudly to the sea, 

Where royal cities stately stand ; 
But sweeter flows the Nith to me. 

Where Cummins ance had high command. 
When shsdl I see that honoured land. 

That winding stream I love so dear ? 
Must wayward Fortune's adverse hand 

For ever, ever keep me here ? 

How lovely, Nith ! thy fruitful vales. 

Where spreading hawthorns gaily hloom ! 
How sweetly vnnd thy sloping dales. 

Where lambkins wanton thro' the broom ! 
Tho' wandering, now, must be my doom. 

Far from thy bonnie banks and braes. 
May there my latest hoars consume, 

Apiang the friends of early days ! 



LXXXII. 



TuME— TAm^ Leixlip it proud of iU clote-'thady 

Bowers. 

THEiRgroves o' sweet myrtle let foreign lands reckon^ 
Where bright-beaming summers exalt the per- 
fume; 

Far dearer to me yon lone glen o' green breckan, 
Wi' the bum stealing under thelangyellowbroom. 



N 
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Fkr dearer to me are yon hamble broom bowen. 
Where theblae-belland gowan lurk k>wl]rmi8eeii; 

For there, lightly tripping amang the wild fianen, 
A-listening the linnet, aft wanders my Jean. 

Tho' ridi if the breeze in their gay muuif nSkejB, 
And canld Gakdonia's blast on the waive $ 

Thdr sweet-scented woodlands that ddrt the pioad 
palace, 
Whatareth^y? The haunt of the tyrant aadilsve! 

Tbesla?e't8picyfbrettB,andgold-bnbUhigfo«Btain8, 
The brave Caledonian yiews wi' disdain ; 

He wanders as free as the winds of lus monntidns. 
Save love's willing fietters, the chains o' faia Jean. 



LXXXUI. 
CALEDONIA. 

TuKE— Cofedonian Hune* DeUght. 

Therb was once a day, bat oldTime then was young, 

Thait brave Caledonia, the chief of her tine. 
From some of your northern deities sprung : 

(Who knows not that brave Caledonia *% diidne ?) 
From Tweed to the Orcades was her donuun. 

To hunt, or to pasture, or do what she- would: 
Her heavenly relations there fixed her reign. 

And pled|^ her their godheads to warrant it good. 
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A lambkin in peace, but a lion in war, 

The pride of her Idndred the heroine grew; 
Her grandsire, old Odin, triumphantly swore,— 

" Whoe'er shall provoke thee, th' encounter shall 
rue!" 
With tillage or pasture at times she would sport. 

To feed her fidr flocks by her green rustling com ; 
But duefly the woods were her favourite resort. 

Her darling amusement the hounds and the horn. 

Long qiuet she reign'd ; till thitherward steers 

A flight of bold eagles from Adria's strand ; 
Repeated, successive, for many long years 

They darkened the air, and they plundered the 
land: 
Their pounces were murder, and terror their cry. 

They 'd conquer'd and ruin'd a world beside ; 
She took to her hills, and her arrows let fly — 

The daring invaders they fled or they died. 

The fell harpy-raven took wing from the North, 

Thescourgeof the seas, and the dread of theshore; 
The mid Scandinavian boar issued forth 

To wanton in carnage and wallow in gore : 
O'er countries and kingdoms their fury prevail'd ; 

No arts could appease them, no arms could repel ; 
But brave Caledonia in vsun they assail'd. 

As Largs well can witness, and Loncartie tell. 

The cameleon-savage disturb'd her repose. 
With tumult, disquiet, rebellion, and strife; 

Provoked beyond bearing, at last she arose, 
And robb'd him at once of his hopes and Ids life \ 
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90 . Bmutt. 

The Ani^ fioa, the urrnr of fmmt. 
Oft proofing, eneaafiifafed tbe Tweed"! #ier 
flood; 

fi«t» MiJit liy the hrig^t Caledouan Unoe, 
^e learned to fear in his own nadwe wood. 

Thoe Md, independent, onoonqver'd, and free. 

Her hifght coarse of glory for ever shall ran t 
For hrave Caledonia immortal mast he ; 

I'll prove it from Eadid as clear as the son : 
Rectan^e-triaai^, the figure we'll choose. 

The apright i Chance , and old Time is the haae ; 
Bat hrate Caledonia's the hypothoiase ; 

HMD ergo, she 'U matdi them, and maldi them 
dways. 



LXXXIV. 
AULD ROB MORRIS. 

TiiSRB 's auld Rob Morris that wons in yon gleni 
He 's the king o' guid fellows and wale of auld men ; 
He has gowd in his coffers, he has owsen and kine. 
And ae bonnie lassie, his darling and mine. 

She 's fresh as the morning, the fiurest in May ; 
She 's sweet as the evening amang the new hay ; 
As blithe and as artless as the lamb on the lea, 
And dear to my heart as the light to my ee. 
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Bat O I she 's am heiress, auld Robin 's a lairdy 
And mjrdaddie has nought but a cot-house and yard ; 
A wooer like me maunna hope to come speed ; 
Hie wounds I must hide that will soon be my dead. 

Hie day comes to me, but delight brings me nane; 
The night comes to me, but my rest it is gane : 
I wander my lane like a night-troubled ghaist. 
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my breast. 

O, had she but been of a loWer degree, 
I then might hae hoped she wad smiled upon me ; 
O, how past describing had then been my bliss. 
As now my ^traction no words can express ! 



LXXXV. 

JESSIE. 

Tune — Bonnie Dundee, 

Trub hearted was he, the sad swain o* the Yarrow, 

And fsur are the muds on the banks o' the Ayr, 
But by the swtet side o' the Nith's winding river 

Are lovers as feuthful, and maidens as fiEdr : 
To equal young Jessie seek Scotland all over ; 

To equal young Jessie you seek it in vain ; 
Grace, beauty, and elegance, fetter her lover. 

And maidenly modesty fixes the chun. 

O, fresh is the rose in the gay, dewy morning. 
And sweet is the lily at evening dose ; 

But in the fair presence o' lovely young Jesde, 
Unseen is the Illy, unheeded th« tiA^ 
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Love lits in her smile, a wizard easnariiig; ^ 
Enthroned in her een he delivers hk law : - ' 

And still to her charms she alone is a stiani^ ; 
Her modest demeanour's the jewel of a'. 



LXXXVI. 
THE LASS O* BALLOCHMYLE. 

TwAB even-^he dewy fields were green. 

On every blade the pearls hang ; 
Hie Zephyr wanton'd round the bean. 

And bore its fragrant sweets alang : 
In every glen the mavis sang. 

All nature listening seem*d the while. 
Except where green-wood echoes rang, 

Amang the braes o* Ballochmyle. 

With careless step I onward stray'd, 

My heart rejoiced in nature's joy. 
When musing in a lonely glade, • 

A maiden fair I chanced to spy : 
Her look was like the morning's eye. 

Her ^r like nature's vernal smile ; 
Perfection whisper'd, passing by. 

Behold the lass o Ballochmyle ! 

Fauvis the mom in flowery May, 
And sweet is night in Autumn mild. 

When roving thro' the garden gay, • 
Or wandmu^ \n % Vo\»^^ '^ir^*. 
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Bat woman, nature's darling child ! 

There all her charms she does compile ; . 
Ey'n there her other works are foifd 

By the bonny lass o' Ballochmyle. 

O, had she been a conntry maid, 

And I the happy country swain, 
Tho' shelt^r'd in the lowest shed 

That ever rose in Scotland's plsun ! 
Tliro' weary i;nnter*s wind and rain. 

With joy, \nth rapture, I would toil j 
And nightly to my bosom strsdn 

Hie bonny lass o* Ballochmyle. 

Then pride might climb the slippery steep. 

Where fame and honours lofty shine ; 
And thirst of gold might tempt the deep. 

Or downward seelc the Indian mine : 
Give me the cot below the {Mne,. 

To tend the flocks or till the soil. 
And every day have joys divine 

With the bonny lass o' Ballochmyle. 



LXXXVII. 

Tune — Laddkf lie near me* 

'TwASNA her bonnie blue ee was my ruin ; 
Fidr tho' she be, that was ne'er my undoing; 
*Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind us, 
*Twas the bewitching, sweet, stown glance o' kind- 
ness. 



M Bumirfl. 

Sair do I fear that to hope is deaied bm; - 
Sidr do I fear that despair uuum aliide aie ; 
Bat tho' fdl fortmie should ftte as to sever, 
Qaeen shall she he in my hosom Ibr ever. 

Mary, I'm thine m' a pasdon ainoerest. 
And iSbmi hast plighted me lore o* the dearest ! 
And thoa'it tiie angd that never can alter: 
Sooner the son in his modon would fidter. * 



LXXXVin. 
FAIR £LIZA« 

A OAEUC AIR. 

TuKE — The hotmie hmdcet LtutU. 

Turn again, thou Mr Eliza ; 

Ae kind blink before we ]Murt; 
Rew on thy despairing lover ! 

Canst then break his futhfii* heart ? 
Turn again, thou fair Eliza ! 

If to love thy heart denies. 
For pity hide the cruel sentence 

Under friendship's kind disguise ! 

Thee, dear maid, hae I oflended ? 

The oflence is loving thee ; 
Canst thou wreck his peace for ever, 

Wha for thine wad gladly die ? 
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While the life beats in my bosom^ 

Thoa shalt nux in ilka throe : 
'num again, thon lovely maiden ! 

Ae sweet smile on me bestow. 

Not the bee npon the blossom. 

In the pride o' sonny noon; 
Not the little sporting fairy. 

All beneath the simmer moon ; 
Not the poet in the moment 

Fancy lightens in his ee. 
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture. 

That thy presence gies to me. 



LXXXIX. 

UP IN THE MORNING EARLY. 
The chorus- of this is old; the two stanzas are mine. B. 

Up in the moming*s no for tne^ 

Up in the morning early ; 
WTten a' the hiUt are covered wV tnaWy 

I^m sure it^s winter fairly. 

. Cauld blaws the wind frae east to west. 
The drift is driving s£urly ; 
Sae loud and shrill 's I hear the blast, 
I *m sure it 's winter fairly. 

The birds sit cbittering in the thorn, 

A' day they fare but sparely; 
And lang 's the night frae e*en to mom ; 

I 'm sure it 's winter fairly. 

. UpinUie momingf jfc. 
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WAE IS MY HEART. 

Wab is mjr hearty and the tear's in my ee; 
Lang* lang joy 's been a stranger to me : 
Foradcen and friendless my Imrden I bear. 
And the sweet voice o' pi^ ne'er sonnds in my ear* 

Lo?e, ihon hast pleasures ; and deep hae I loved ; 
Love, thou hast sorrows ; and sair hae I proved: 
But Uiis braised heart that now bleeds in my breast, 
I can feel by its throbbings will soon be at rest. 

O if I were where hi^py I hae been ! 
Down by yon stream and yon bonny castle green ; 
For there he is wandering and musing on me, 
Wha wad soon dry the tear frae his Phillis's ee. 



XCI. 



WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE DO WI» AN 

AULD MAN ? 

Tune — WTuit cam a Louie dd» 

What can a young lassie, what shall a young lassie. 
What can a young lassie do wi' an auld man ? 

Bad lack on the penny that tempted my minnie 
To sell her poor Jenny fQr siller an' Ian' ! 
JM Mir m ti^ feiMiy« ^ 



SONGS. 97 

He 's always oompleenin frae mornin to e'enin. 
He hosts and he hirples the weary day lang : 

He 's doylt and he 's dozin, his blmd it is frozen : 
O, dreary's the night wi* a crazy aold man ! 

He hums and he hankers^ he frets and he cankers ; 

I ne?er can please him do a' that I can ; 
He *s peevish and jealous of a' the young fellows : 

Oy dool on the day I met wi' an auld man ! 

My auld auntie Katie upon me taks pity ; 

I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan ; 
I '11 cross hhuy and rack him, until I heart-break 
him. 

And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan. 



XCII. 
THE LEA RIG. 

When o'er the hill the eastern star 

Tells bughtin-time is near, my jo. 
And owsen frae the furrow'd field 

Return sae dowf and wearie O ; 
Down by the burn, where scented birks 

Wi' dew are hanging dear, my Jo, 
I '11 meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie O. 

In mirkest glen, at midnight hour, 
I 'd rove, and ne'er be eerie O, 

If thro' that glen I gaed to thee. 
My ain kind dearie O. 
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Altho* the nii^t were ne'er lae wQd^ 
And I were ne'er sae wearie O, 

I 'd meet thee on the lea-rig» 
My ain Idnd dearie O. 

The hunter lo'es the morning son, 

To rouse the mountain deer, mj jo ; 
At noon the fisher seelu the g^. 

Along the hum to steer, my jo. 
Oie me the hour o' gloamin grey. 

It maks my heart sae cheery 0> 
To meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My idn kind dearie O. 



;ccui. 



WHEN WILD WAR'S DEADLY BLAST WAS 

BLAWN. 

TuNE--27«f MiU MiU O, 

When wild war's deadly blast was blawn. 

And gentle peace returning, 
Wi' mony a sweet babe fatherless. 

And mony a widow mourning ; 
I left the lines and tented field, 

Where lang I 'd been a lodger. 
My humble knapsack a' my wealth, 

A poor and hotiest sodger. 

A leal, light heart was in my breast. 
My hand unstain'd yn* plunder. 

And for fair Scotia hame again 
I cheery on dxd^vraader ; 
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1 thoaght upon the banks o' Coil ; 

I thoaght upon my Nancy ; 
I thoaght apon the witching smile 

That caught my youthful fancy. 

At length I reached the boinnie glen. 

Where early life I sported; 
I pass'd the mill, and trysting thorn 

Where Nancy aft I courted : 
Wha spied I but my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother^s dwelling ? 
And tum'd me round to hide the flood 

That in my een was swelling. 

Wi' alter'd voice, quoth I, sweet lass. 
Sweet as yon hawthorn's blossom, 

! happy, happy may he be 
That 's dearest to thy bosom ! 

My purse is light, I 've far to gang, 
And fain wad be thy lodger ! 

1 've served my king and country lang : 

Take pity on a sodger. 

Sae wistfully she gazed on me. 

And lovelier was than ever : 
Quo' she, a sodger ance I lo'ed^ 

Forget him shall I never ; 
Oar humble cot, and hamely fore. 

Ye freely shall partake it ; 
That gallant badge, the dear cockade. 

Ye 're welcome for the sake o 't. 



She gazed — she reddenM like a 

Syne pale like ony lily ; 
She' sank within my anuft^ aadcnal^ 

Art thou my ain dear ^^'^'^ 
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By him vriio made yon tuB and likyy 
By whom true love's icgaided, 

I am the man ; and thus may stiU 
True knren be rewarded. 

The wan are o'er, and I 'm come hame» 

And find thee still trae-hearted ; 
Tho^ poor in gear, we're' rich in lofe. 

And mair we'se ne'er be parted. 
Qno' she, my grandsire left me gowd, 

A mallen plenish'd feiriy; 
And jeome> my faithful sodger lad. 

Thou 'rt welcome to it deariy ! 

For gold the merchant ploughs the main. 

The former ploughs the manor ; 
But glory is the sodger's prize ; 

The sodger's wealth is honour. 
The brave poor sodger ne'er despise. 

Nor count him as a stranger ; 
Remember he 's his country's stay 

In day and hour of danger. 



XCIV. 

FAIR JENNY. 
TvVE^-Saw ye my Father. 

Whbrb are the joys I have met in the morning, 
That danced to the lark's early song ? 

THiere is the peace UsaX vmax«im^ ^msadering. 
At evening the viM*woq^« 9afinQ%\ 



SONGS. 101 

No more a winding the course of yon river, 
And marking sweet flowerets so fair ; 

No more I trace the light footsteps of pleasure. 
But sorrow and sad-sighing care. 

Is it that summer's forsaken our valleys. 

And grim surly winter is near ? 
No, no, the bees humming round the gay roses. 

Proclaim it the pride of the year. 

Fain would I hide, what I fear to discover. 
Yet long, long too well have I known : 

All that has caused this wreck in my bosom. 
Is Jenny, fsur Jenny alone. 

Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal. 

Nor hope dare a comfort bestow : 
Come then, enamour'd and fond of my anguish. 

Enjoyment I 'U seek in my woe. 



xcv. 

WHERE BRAVING ANGRY WINTER'S STORMS. 
Tune — iNT. G(no*» Lamentation for Ahercaimy, 

Whbre, braving angry winter's storms. 

The lofty Ochels rise. 
Far in their shade my Peggy's charms 

First blest my wondering eyes : 
As one who, by some savage stream, 

A lonely gem surveys, 
Astonisb'd, doubly marks it beam 

With art's most polish' ^\)Vkl^. 
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Blest be the wild, MquesterM tliade* 

And blest the day and hour. 
Where Peggy's channs I first snrvey'd. 

When first I felt their power I 
Tlie tyrant Death with grim control 

May seize my fleedng breath ; , 
But tearing Peggy from my ionl 

Most be a stronger deatii. 



XCVI. 
SIC A WIFE AS WILLIE HAD. 
Tors— 2WI^ Fowler in the GUm. 

Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 
The spot they ca'd it Linkumdoddie : 

Willie was a wabster guid, 

Cou'd stown a clue wi' ony bodie ; 

He bad a wife was dour and din : 
O Tinkler Madgie was her mither : 

Sic a wife a* WVlie had, 
I ttfodna gie a button for her. 

She has an ee, she has but ane. 
The cat has twa the rery colour ; 

Five rusty teeth, forbye a stump, 
A clapper tongue wad deaire a miller ; 

A whiskin beard about her mou. 
Her nose and chin they threaten ither : 

Sie a mifiy ^, 
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She '8 bow-hough'd, she 's beam 8hiuu*d^ 
Ae Umpin leg a hand-breed shorter ; 

She 's twisted right, she 's twisted left^ 
To balance fedr in ilka quarter : 

She has a hump upon her breast. 
The twin o' that upon her shouther : 

Sic a wife^ ^c. 

Auld baudrans by the ingle sits. 
An' wi' her loof her face a-washin ; 

Bat Willie's wife is uae sae trig, 

She dights her gninzie wi' a hushion. 

Her walie nieves like midden-creels; 
Her face wad fyle the Logan-water : 

Sic a wife as Willie had^ 
I ttadfta gie a button for her. 



XCVII. 

TO MARY. 

Tune — Ewe bughts, Marion, 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And leave auld Scotia's shore ? 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across th' Atlantic's roar ? 

O sweet grows the lime and the orange. 

And the apple on the pine ; 
But a' the charms o' the Indies 

Can never equal thine. 




I hae sworn by tiie hfavens to my Bfwjr,^ 
I hae sworn by the heavens to be tme } 

And sae may the heavens forget me, - 
When I forget my vow ! 

O plight me your faith, my Mary, 
And plight me your lily-white hand ; 

O plight me your fedth, my Mary, 
Before I leave Scotia's strand* i 

We hae plighted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual affection to join, 
And carst be the cause that shall part ua ! 

The hour, and the moment o' time ! 



XCVIII. 

HIGHLAND MARY. 

Tvvn— Katharine Ogie. 

Ye banks, and braes, and streams around 

The castle o* Montgomery, 
Green be your woods, and fair your .flowers. 

Your waters never drumlie ! 
There simmer first unfald her robes. 

And there the langest tarry ; 
For there 1 took the last fareweel 

O' my sweet Highland Mary. 

How sweetly bloom'd the gay green birk. 
How rich the hawthorn's blossom. 

As underneath their fragrant shade, 
I clasp'd her lo ts^ \KAom\ 
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llie golden hours, on angel wings, 

Flew o'er me and my dearie ; 
For dear to me, as light and life. 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi' mony a Vow, and lock'd embrace, 

Our parting was tu* tender ; 
And, pledging aft to npeet again. 

We tore oursels asunder : 
But, O ! fell death's untimely frost, 

That nipt my flower sae early ! 
Now green 's the sod, and cauld 's the clay. 

That wraps my Highland Mary I 

O pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

I aft iiae kiss'd sae fondly ! 
And closed for aye the sparkling glance. 

That dwelt on me sae kindly ! 
And mouldering now in silent dust. 

That heart that lo'ed me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom's core 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 



XCIX. 

THE BANKS O' DOON. 

Tune — The Caledonian Hunft Delight. 

Yb banks and braes o' bonnie Doon, 
How can ye bloom sae fresh and ^ir ? 

How can ye chant, ye little birds. 
And I sae weary, fu' o' care ? 




IM BURiri. 

TIkhi 'h bttak my heart, thos wathttng Uvd,' 
Tliat wantons thro* the iiowering thon : 

Thou minds me o' departed Joyiy 
.Departed, never to retom. 

Aft hae I roved by bonnie Doon, 

To see the rose and woodbfaie twine ; 
And ilka bird sang o* its love. 

And fondly sae did I o* mine. 
W.' lightsome heart I pn'd a roee. 

Fa' sweet upon its thorny tree ; 
And my fanse luver stole my rose. 

Bat, ah ! he left the thorn wi' me. 



C. 
BEWARE O' BONNIE ANN. 

Ye gallants bright, I red you right. 

Beware o' bonnie Ann ; 
Her comely face sae fu' o' grace. 

Your heart she will trepan. 
Her een sae bright, like stars by night. 

Her skin is like the swan ; 
Sae jimpy laced her genty waist. 

That sweetly ye might span. 

Youth, grace, and love, attendant move. 

And pleasure leads the van ; 
In a' their charms, and conquering arms. 

They wait cm bonnie Ann. 
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The captive bands may chain the hands. 

But love enslaves the man : 
Ye gallants braw, I red you a', 

Beware o* bonuie Ann. 



CI. 

YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS. 

Yon wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide. 
That nurse in their bosom the youth o' the Clyde, 
Where the grouse lead their coveys thro' the heather 

to feed, 
And the shepherd tents his flock as he pipes on his 

reed: 

Where the grouse^ ^c. 

Not Cowrie's rich valley, nor Forth's sunny shores, 
To me hae the charms o' yon wild, mossy moors; 
For there, by a lanely, sequester'd clear stream. 
Resides a sweet lassie, my thought and my dream. 

Amang thae wild mountains shall still be my path. 
Ilk stream foaming down its ain green narrow 

strath ; 
For there, wi* my lassie, the day lang I rove. 
While o'er us unheeded fly the swift hours o' love. 

She is not the fairest, although she is fair ; 
O* nice education, but sma' is her share; 
Her parentage humble as himible can be ; 
But I lo'e the dear lassie because she lo'es me. 




lb bemty iHial buui bat nunm jidd him a priK, 
Ia bar anniMU' of (^anoeSy and UuheBy and mijta ! 



Tbey dazzle oar een, as tbej fly to oar hcartiu 

Bat Undnessy sweet kindness^ m the fimd spark- 
ling ee. 
Has lostre oatahhung the diamond to me; 
And the heart-beating loTe, as I *m dasp'd in her 



Oy these are my lassie's aU-conqoeiing charms ! 
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BURNS. 

THE COTTER^S SATURDAY NIGHT. 

Ifucribed to R. -^••••, Esq. 



Let not ambition mode their useftil toil, 
Thdr homely joys, and destinj obacwre ; 

Nor grandeur hear, with a disdamful smile. 
The short but simple annals of the poor. 

My loved, my honour'd, much-respected fiiend ! 

No mercenary bard his homage pays ; 
With honest pride I scorn each selfish end : 

My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and praise : 
To you I sing, in simple Scottish lajrs. 

The lowly train in life's sequester'd scene ; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways^ 

What A**** in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! though his worth unknown^ far happier there^ 
I ween. 

November chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh ; 

The short 'ning winter-day is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh ; 

llie black* ning trains o' craws to their repose . 
The toil-worn cotter frae his labour goes. 

This night his weekly moil is at an end. 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes. 

Hoping the mom in ease and rest to spend. 
And weary, o'er the moor, his course does hame- 
ward bend. 
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At length his lonely cot appears in Tiew, 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 
Th' expectant wee-things, toddUn, steelier thro' 

To meet their dad, wi' fiichterin noise an' f^ee. 
His wee bit ingle, blinlcin honniIy» 

His clean hearth-stane, his thriftie wife's 
smile,. 
The lisping infant prattling on his knee» 

Does a' his weary carking cares beguile. 
An' males him quite forget his labour an' Ids toil. 

Belyre, the elder.bdms come drapping in. 

At service out, amang the farmers ronn'; 
Some ca' the pleugh, some herd, some tentie 
rin 
A cannie errand to a neebor town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown^ 
In youthfii* bloom, love sparkling in her ee. 
Comes hame, perhaps, to shew a braw new 
gown. 
Or deposit her sair-won penny-fee. 
To help her pai'ents dear, if they in hardship be. 

Wi' joy unfeign'd brothers and sisters meet. 

An' each for other's wedfare kindly spiers i 
The social hours, swift- wing'd, unnoticeid fleet ; 

Each tells the uncos that he sees or hears : 
The parents, partial, eye their hopeful years ; 

Anticipation forward points the view. 
The mother, wi* her needle an' her shears. 

Gars auld claes look amaist as weel's the 
new ; 
'l^e fatlier mixes a* wi' admonition due. 
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Their master's an' their mistress's commaud^ 

The younkers a' are warned to obey; 
* An' mind their labours wi' an eydent handy 

An' ne'er, though out o' sight » to jauk or play : 
An' O ! be sure to fear the Lord alway I 

An' mind your duty, duly, mom an' night ! 
Lest in temptation's path ye gang astray. 

Implore his couns^ and assisting might : 
They never sought in vain that sought the Lord 
aright !' 

But, hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 

Jenny, wfaa kens the meaning o* the same. 
Tells how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor. 

To do some errands, and convoy her hame. 
Hie wily mother se^ the conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jenny's ee, and flush her cheek ; 
Wi' heart-struck, anxious care, inquires his 
name. 
While Jenny hafflins is afridd to speak ; 
Weel pleased the mother hears it 's nae wild, worth* 
less rake. 

Wi' kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben ; 

A strappan youth ; he taks the mother's eye ; 
Blithe Jenny sees the visit's no ill ta'en ; 

The father cracks of horses, pleughs, and kye. 
Hie youngster's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy. 

But blate and laithfii', scarce can weel behave ; 
The mother, wi* a woman's wiles, can spy 
What maks the youth sae bashfu' an' sae 
grave; 
Weel pleased to think her bsum's respected like the 
lave. 

b3 
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happy love 1 where love like this is found ? 

O heart-felt raptures ! bliss beyond compare ! 

1 've paced much this weary mortal round. 

And sage experience bids me this declare — 
' If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare, 

One cordial in this melancholy vale, 
"lis when a youthful, loving, modest pair. 
In other's arms breathe out the tender tale, 
iBeneath the milk-white thorn that scents the eren^ 
ing gale.' 

Is there, in human form, that bears a heait<— 

A wretch ! a villain ! lost to love and truth ! 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art. 

Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth ? 
Curse on his peijured arts ! ^»sembling smooth ! 

Are honour, virtae, conscience, all exiled ? 
Is there no pity, no relenting ruth, 

Points to the parents fondling o*er thdr child ? 
Then paints the ruinM nudd, and their cUstraction 
wild ? 

But now the supper crowns their simple board. 
The halesome parritch, chief o' Scotia's food : 
The soupe their only hawkie does afford, 

That *yont the hallan snugly chows her cood : 
The dame brings forth in complimental mood. 
To grace the lad, lier weel-haiu'd kebbuck, 
fell, 
An* aft he 's prest, an* aft lie ca's it guid ; 
The frugal wific, garrulous, >vill tell. 
How 'twas a towmoud auld, sin' lint was i' the 
bell. 
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The cheerfu' supper done, wi* serious face, 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 
ITie sire turns o'er, wi' patriarchal grace. 

The big ha' -bible, ance his fothei^s pride : 
His bonnet rev'rently is laid aside, 

Hislyart haffets wearing thin an' bare ; 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide, 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; 
And ' Let us worship God l' he says, with solemn 
air. 

They chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 
Tliey tune their hearts, by far the noblest 
aim: 
- Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measures rise. 
Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name : 
Or- noble Elgin beets the heavenward flame, 

The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays : 
Compared with these, Italian thrills are tame ; 
The tickled ears no heart-felt raptures raise j 
Nae unison hae they with our Creator's praise. 

' The priest-like father reads the sacred page, ' 
How Abram was the friend of Qod on high ; 
Or Moses bade eternal warfare wage 

With Amalek's ungracious progeny ; 
Or how the royal bard did groaning lie 
< Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ire ; 
Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 
Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic Are ; 
Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 







i 
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Perhaps the Christian volume b the themes 

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed; 
How He, who bore in heaven the second name, 

Had not on earth whereon to lay his head : 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land: 
How he, who lone in Patmos banished. 

Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 
And heard great Bab'lon's doom pronounced by 
Heaven's command. 

Then, kneeling down, to Heaven's eternal King 

The sidnt, the father, and the husband prays : 
Hope 'springs exulting on triumphant wing/> 

That thus they all shall meet in future days : 
There ever bask in uncreated rays. 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear. 
Together hymning their Creator's praise. 

In such society, yet still more dear ; 
While circling time moves round in an eternal 
sphere. 

Compared with this, how poor Religion's pride. 

In all the pomp of method, and of art. 
When men display to congregations wide 

Devotion's every grace, except the heart ! 
The Power, incensed, the pageant will desert. 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
But haply, in some cottage far apart. 

May hear, well-pleased, the language of the. 
soul; 
And in his Book of Life the inmates poor enrol* 

I Pope's Windsor Fomt. 
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Then homeward all take off their several way ; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest : 
The parent pair their secret homage pay. 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request — 
That He who stills the raven's clamorous nest. 

And decks the lily fair in flowery pride. 
Would, in the way his i^dom sees the best. 

For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But chiefly in their hearts with grace divine pre- 
side. 

From scenes like these old Scotia's grandeur 
springs. 

That makes her loved at home, revered abroad : 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

' An honest man's the noblest work of God :' 
And certes, in fsur virtue's heavenly road. 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind : 
What is a lordling's pomp ? — a cumbrous load. 

Disguising oft the wretch of human kind. 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refined ! 

O Scotia ! my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent ! 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 

Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet 
content ! 
And) O ! may Heaven their simple lives prevent 

From Luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 
Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 
A virtuous populace may rise the while. 
And stand a wall of fire around their much-loved 
isle. 



I 
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O Thou ! who pour'd the patriodc tide 

Hiat stream'd through WaUaoe's andMiated 
heart; 
Who dared so nobly stem tyrannic pride. 

Or nobly die, the second glorious part | 
fThe patriot's God peculiarly Thou art. 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward !) 
O nerer, nerer, Scotia's realm desert } 

But still the patriot, and the patriot bard» 
In bright succesdon ruse, her ornament and guard ! 



SONNET, 

fFritien am ike 25M January, 1793, the Bbrih-day 
nf the Author, on hearing a Thruih ting, in a 
Morning fFalh. 

Sing on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough; 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to*thy stnun : 
See aged Winter, 'mid his surly reign. 

At thy blithe carol clears his furrow'd brow. 

So iu lone Poverty's dominion drear 

Sits meeli Content, with light, unamdous heart; 

Welcomes the rapid moments — bids them part. 
Nor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear. 

I thank thee. Author of this opening day ! 

Thou, whose bright sun now gilds yon orient 
skies! 

Riches denied, thy boon was purer joys. 
What wealth could never give nor take away ! 

Yet come, thou child of poverty and care ; 
'llie mite high Heaven bestow'd, that mite with 
thee I *U &Yiaie. 



A WINTER NIGHT. 11 

A WINTER NIGHT. 



PocHT naked wretdies, witeresoe'er you are. 
That bide the pdtmg of this pitiless stonn I 
How shall your housdess heads, and luifed sides. 
Your loop'd and window*d raggednes^ defend you ' 

From seasons such as these ? 

^^^_________^ Shakspeare, 

When biting Boreas, fell and doure. 
Sharp shivers through the leafless bower ; 
When Phcebus gies a short-lived glower 

Far south the lift. 
Dim-darkening through the flaky shower^ 

Or whirling drift : 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked. 
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked. 
While bums, wi* snawy wreeths up-choked. 

Wild-eddying swirl, 
Or through the mining outlet bocked, 

Down headlong hurl. 

Listening, the doors an' winnocks rattle, 
I thought me on the ourie cattle. 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O* wintei* war. 
And through the drift, deep-lairing sprattle, 

BeneaUi a scar. 

Ilk happing bird, wee, helpless thing. 
That, in the merry months o' spring. 
Delighted me to hear thee sing. 

What comes o' thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cower thy chittering wing. 

An' dose thy ee ? 
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E'en you on murdering errands coii'd. 
Lone from your savage homes exiled^ . 
Tlie blood-8tain'd roost, and sheep-cote spoil'd, 

My^ heart forgets. 
While pitiless the tempest wild 

Sore on you beats. 

Now Phoebe, in her midni^t reign. 
Dark muffled, view'd the dreary plain ; 
Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train. 

Rose in my soul. 
When on my ear this pkuutive strain, I 

Slow, solemn, stole — 

* Blow, blow, ye winds, i^th heaner gust ! i 

And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost ! 
Descend,- ye chilly, smothering snows ! 
Not all your rage, as now united, shows 
More hard unkindness, unrelenting. 
Vengeful malice, unrepeuting. 
Than heaven-illumined man on brother man be- 
stows ! 
See stem oppression's iron grip, 
Or mad ambition's gory hand. 
Sending, like blood -hounds from the slip. 

Woe, want, and murder o'er a land ! 
E'en in the peaceful rural vale. 
Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale. 
How pamper'd Luxury, Flattery by her side. 
The parasite empoisoning her eai*. 
With all the servile wretches in the rear. 
Looks o'er proud property, extended wide ; 
And eyes the simple rustic hind. 

Whose toil upholds the glittering show. 
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A creature of another kind. 
Some coarser substance, unreiiued, 
Placed for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, below. 
Where, where is Love's fond, tender throe. 
With lordly Honour's lofty brow, 
Th^ powers you proudly own ? 
Is ther^, beneath Love's noble name. 
Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim. 

To bless himself alone ? 
Mark maiden-innocence a prey 

To love-pretending snares. 
This boasted Honour turns away. 
Shunning soft Pity's rising sway. 
Regardless of the tears, and unav^ing prayers ! 
Perhaps, this hour, in Misery's squalidiiest. 
She strains your infant to her joyless breast. 
And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rocking 
blast ! 

* O ye ! who, sunk in beds of down. 
Feel not a want but what yourselves create, 
Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate, 
Whom friends and fortune quite disown ! 
Ill-satisfied keen Nature's clamorous call, 

Stretch'd on his straw he lays himself to sleep. 
While through the ragged roof and chiuky wall. 
Chill o'er his slumbers piles the drifty heap ! 
Think on the dungeon's grim confine. 
Where guilt and poor misfortune pine f 
Guilt, erring man, relenting view I 
But shall thy legal rage pursue 
The wretch, already crushed low 
By cruel Fortune's undeserved blow ? 



f 



14 BURNS. 

Affliction's sons are brothers In distress ; 

A brother to relieve^ how exquisite the bliss !' 

I heard nae mtur, for Chanticleer 
Shoo1( off the pouthery suaw^ 

And hail'd tlie morning with a cheer, 
A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth impress'd my mind- 
Through all his worlds abroad. 

The heart, l)eneTolent and Innd, 
The most resembles God. 



STANZAS. 



The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the hill. 
Concealing the course of the dark-winding rill. 
How languid the scenes, late so sprightly, appear. 
As autumn to winter resigns the pale year ! 
The forests are leafless, the meadows are brown. 
And all the gay foppery of summer is flown : 
Apart let me wander, apart let me muse. 
How quick time is flying, how keen fate pursues ; 
How long I have lived, but how much liv^ in vain : 
How little of life's scanty span may remain : 
What aspects old Time, in his progress, has worn ; 
What ties cruel Fate in my bosom has torn. 
How foolish, or worse, till our summit is gain'd ! 
And downward, how weakened, how darken'd, how 

pain'd ! 
This life 's not worth having, with all it can give. 
For something lieyond it poor man sure must live. 



DESPONDENCY. 15 

DESPONDENCY. 

AN ODE. 

Oppre8S*d with griefy oppress'd with care^ 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I sit. me down and sigh : 
O life ! thou art a galling load> 
Along a rough| a weaiy road^ 

To wretches such as I ! 
Dim backward as I cast my view. 
What sickening scenes appear ! 
What sorrows yet may pierce me through. 
Too justly I may fear I 
Still caring, despairing, 

Must be my bitter doom ; 
My woes here shall close ne'er. 
But with the closing tomb 1 

Happy, ye sons of busy life. 
Who, equal to the bustling strife. 

No other view regard ! 
E'en when the wished end's denied. 
Yet while the busy means are plied. 

They bring their own reward : 
Whilst I, a hope-abandon'd wight. 

Unfitted with an aim. 
Meet every sad returning night 
And joyless mom the same : 
You, bustling, and justling. 

Forget each grief and pain ; 
I, listless, yet restless, 
Find every prospect vain. 
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How blest the solitary's lot. 
Who, all-forgettiiig, all-forgot, 

Withm his humble cell. 
Hie cavern wild with tangling roots. 
Sits o'er his newly-gather'd fruits, 

Reside his crystal .well ! 
Or, haply, to his evening thoo^t, 

Hy unfrequented stream. 
The ways of men are distant broui^t, 
A faint-coUected dream : 
While praising, and rainng 

His thouj^ts to heaven on hofjtt. 
As wand'ring, meandering. 
He views the solenm sky. 

Than 1, no lonely hermit placed 
Where never human footstep traced, 

Ia'ss fit to play the part ; 
The lucky moment to improve, 
And juHt to stop, and just to move. 

With self- respecting art : 
But, ah ! those pleasures, loves, and joys. 

Which I too keenly taste, 
'Hic solitary can despise. 
Can want, and yet be blest ! 
He needs not, he heeds not. 

Or human love or hate. 
Whilst I here must cry here. 
At perfidy iugrate ! 

O ! enviable, early days. 
When dnuciug thoughtless pleasure's maze. 
To care, to guilt unknown I 
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How ill-exchanged for riper tlmes^ 
To feel the follies or the crimes 

Of others, or my own ! 
Ye tiny elres, that guiltless sport. 

Like linnets in the bush. 
Ye little know the ills ye court. 
When manhood is your wish ! 
The losses, the crosses. 

That active man engage ! 
The fears all, the tears all. 
Of dim declining age ! 



LIBERTY. 

A FRAGMENT. 



Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among. 
Thee, famed for martial deed and sacred song. 

To thee I turn with swimming eyes. 
Where is that soul of freedom fled ? 
Immingled with the mighty dead. 

Beneath that hallow'd turf where Wallace lies ' 
Hear it not, Wallace, in thy bed of death i 

Ye babbling winds, in silence sweep ; 

Disturb not ye the hero's sleep. 
Nor give the coward secret breath.— 

Is this the power in freedom's war 

That wont to bid the battle rage ? 
Behold that eye which shot immortal hate» 

Crushing the despot's proudest bearing ; 
That arm which, nerved with thundering fate. 

Braved usurpation's boldest daring ! 
One quench'd in darkness like the sinking atox^ 
And one the palsied arm of U>Uftim%,\««^^««^ 
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MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 

A DIRGE. 



When chill November's surly blast 

Made fields and forests bare. 
One evening, as I wander'd forth 

Along the banks of Ayr, 
1 spy*d a man, whose aged step 

Seem'd -weary, worn with care ; 
His face was furrow'd o'er "wdth years, 

And hoary was his hair. 

Young stranger, whither wanderest thou ? 

Began the reverend sage ; 
Does thirst of wealth thy step constndn. 

Or youthful pleasure's rage ? 
Or haply, prcss'd with cares and woes. 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 

The miseries of man ! 

'Hie sun that overhangs yon moors. 

Out-spreading far and wide, 
Where hundreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling's pride ; 
I've seen yon weary winter^sun 

Twice forty times return ; 
And every time has added proofs 

That man viaa maAe \» isiwaroL. 
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O man ! while in thy early years, 

How prodigal of time ! 
M ispencUng all thy predous hours ; 

Thy glorious youthful prime ! 
Alternate fblUes take the sway ; 

Licentious passions bum ; 
Which tenfold force gives Nature's law. 

That man was made to mourn. 

Look not alone on youthful prime^ 

Or manhood's active might ; 
Man then, is useful to his kind. 

Supported i& his right : 
But see him on the edge of life. 

With cares and sorrows worn, 
Then -age and want, O ill-match'd pair! 

Show man was made to mourn. 

A fe^v seem favourites of fate. 

In pleasure's lap carest ; 
Yet, think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest. 
But, O ! what crowds in every land 

Are wretched and forlorn ! 
Through weary life this lesson learn. 

That man was made to mourn. 
m 

^any and sharp the numerous ills 

Inwoven with our frame ! 
More pointed still we make ourselves. 

Regret, remorse, and shame ! 
A^d man, whose heaven-erected £ace 

The smiles of love adorn, 
Man's inhumaaltY to tq^xl 

Makes counl\eaa X)hswis»SL^ m«vM?c^ 
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See yonder poor, o*eriaboiir*d wif^t. 

So abject, mean, and vile. 
Who begs a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to t<Hl ; 
And see his lordiy feUow-worm 

The poor petition spurn. 
Unmindful, though a weeping wife 

And helpless offspring mourn. 

If 1 'm design'd yon lordling's slave- 
By Nature's law design'd — 

Why was an independent wish 
Ere planted in my mind ? 

If not, why am I subject to 
His cruelty or scorn ? 

Or why has man the will and power 
To make his fellow mourn ? 

Yet, let not this too much, my son. 

Disturb thy youthful breast : 
This partial view of human kind 

Is surely not the last/ 
The poor, oppressed, honest man 

Held never, sure, been bom. 
Had there not been some recompense 

To comfort those that mourn. 

O Death ! the poor man's dearest fnend. 

The kindest and the best ! 
Welcome the hour my aged limbs 

Are laid with thee at rest ! 
Tlic great, the wealthy, fear thy blow. 

From pomp and pleasure torn ; 
But, O ! a blestfd rcUel to iVv«ml 

That wcary-ladeu mouruX 
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W I N T E R. 

A DIRGE. 

The whitay west extends his blast. 

And hsul and rain does blaw; 
Or Uie stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and snaw : 
While tumbling brown, the burn comes down. 

And roars frae bank to brae ; 
And bird and beast in covert rest. 

And pass the heartless day. 

" The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast," 

:The joyless winter day. 
Let others fear, to me more dear 

Than all the pride of May : 
The tempest's howl, it soothes my soul ; 

My ^iefs it seems to join : 
The leafless trees my fancy please ; 

Their fate resembles mine ! 

Thou Power Supreme, whose mighty scheme 

These woes of mine fulfil. 
Here, firm, I rest ; they must be best. 

Because they are Thy will ! 
Then all I want, (O ! do thou grant 

This one request of mine I) 
Since to enjoy thou dost deny. 

Assist me to resign. 
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A PRAYER, 

IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH. 

O THOU uoknowDy Almii^ty Cauae 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whose dread presenoe, ere an hoar. 

Perhaps I must appear ! 

If I have wander'd In those patht 

Of life I ought to shun. 
As something loudly in my hiCMt 

Remonstrates I have done ; 

Thou know'st that 11m>u hast formed me 
With passions wild and strong ; 

And listening to their witching voice 
Has often led me wroi^. 

Where human weakness has come short. 

Or frailty stepp'd aside. 
Do thou, All Good ! for such thou art. 

In shades of darkness hide. 

Wliere with intention I have err'd. 

No other plea I have, 
Uut 'Hiou art good ; and goodness still 

Dclighteth to forgive. 
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STANZAS 

ON THE SAME OCCASION. 

Why am I loth to leave this eaithly scene? 

Have I so found it full of pleasing charms ? . 
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between : 

Some gleams of sunshine 'mid renewing storms. 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms ; 

I tremble to approach an angry Gk>d, 
And justly smart beneath his sin-aVenging rod. 

Fain would I say, * Forgive my foul offence ;* 

Fain promise never more to disobey : 
But, should my Author health agmn dispense, 

Ag^n I might desert fair virtue's way 5 
Again in folly's path might go asti-ay ; 

Ag^ exalt the brute and sink the man : 
Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray. 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy's plan ? 
Who sin so oft have moum'd, yet to temptation ran? 

O Thou, great Governor of all below ! 

If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee^ 
Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow. 

Or still the tumult of the raging sea : 
With that controlling power assist e'en me 

Those headlong, furious passions to confine ; 
For all unfit I feel my powers to be 

To rule their torrent in the allowed line : 
O, aid me with thy help. Omnipotence Divine ! 



I 
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Lying at a Reverend Frien(fs House one Nighty 
the Author left the following Verses in, the 
Room where he slept. 

O THOU dread Power, who rdgn'st above ! 

I know thou wilt me hear. 
When for this scene of peace and love 

I make my prayer sincere. 

The hoary sii-e — the mortal stroke 

Long, long be pleased to spare. 
To bless his little filial flock. 

And stiow what good men are. 

She, who her lovely offspring eyes 

With tender hopes and fears — 
O, bless her with a mother's joys. 

But spare a mother s tears ! 

Tlieir hope, their stay, their darling youth. 

In manhood's dawning blush ; 
Bless him, thou God of love and truth. 

Up to a parent's wish ! 

The beauteous, seraph sister-band. 

With earnest tears, I pray, 
(Thou know'st the snares on every hand) 

Guide thou their steps alway ! 

When soon or late they reach that coast. 

O'er life's rough ocean driven. 
May they rejoice, no wanderer lost, 

A family in heaven ! 
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A PRAYER, 

UNDER THE PRESSURE OF VIOLENT ANGUISH. 

O THOU Great Being! what thou art 

Surpai^ses me to know : 
Yet sure I am, that known to thee 

Are all thy works below. 

Thy creature here before thee stands. 

All wretched and distrest ; 
Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 

Obey thy high behest. 

Sure thou. Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath ! 
O, free my weary eyes from tears, 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted be. 

To suit some wise, design. 
Then man my soul with firm resolves 

To bear, and not repine ! 
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THE FIRST SIX VERSES OF THE 
NINETIETH PSALM. 

O THOU, the first, the greatest Friend 

Of all the human race. 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

Tlieir stay and dwelling place ! 

Before the mountidns heaved their heads 

Beneath thy forming hand. 
Before this ponderous globe itself 
' Arose at thy command ; 

That Power which ndsed and still upholds 

This universal frame. 
From countless, uhbeginning time. 

Was ever still the same. 

Those mighty periods of years 

Which seem to us so vast, 
Ap]>car no more before thy sight 

llian yesterday that *s past. 

lliou givcst the word : Thy creature, man. 

Is to existence brought : 
Again thou sayst, * Ye sons of men. 

Return ye into nought!* 

Tliou layest them, with all their cares. 

In everlasting sleep ; 
As with a flood, thou takest them off 

With ovcr^'helming sweep. 

Hiey flourish like the morning flower. 

In beauty's pride array*d ; 
But long ere night cut down, it lies 

All withered and decay'd* 
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THE FIRST PSALM. 

The man, in life wlierever placed. 

Hath happiness in store. 
Who walks not in the wicked's way. 

Nor learns their guilty lore: 

Nor from the seat of scornful pride 
Casts forth his eyes abroad. 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before hb God, 

That man shall flourish like the trees. 
Which by the streamlets grow ; 

The fruitful top is spread on high. 
And firm the root below. 

But he whose blossom buds in guilt 
Shall to the ground be cast. 

And, like the rootless stubble, toss'd 
Before the sweeping blast. 

For why ? that God the good adore 
Hath given them peace and rest. 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne'er be truly blest. 




28 BURNS. 

Written with a Pencil over the Chimney»Piece 
in the Parlour^ the Inn at Keumore, Tby- 

mouth. 

Admiring Nature in ber i^nldest grace. 
These northern scenes with wearj feet I trace ; 
O'er many a windmg dale and painlul steep, 
Th' abodes of covey'd grouse and timid sheep. 
My savage journey, curious, I pursue. 
Till fomed Breadalbane opens to my yiew. — 
The meeting difis each deep-sunic ^en diyides, 
'Hie woods, wild-scatter'd, clothe their ample sides ; 
Th' outstretching lake, embosom'd 'mong the hills. 
The eye with wonder and amazement fills ; 
The Taf meandering sweet is infent pilde. 
The palace rising on his verdant side ; 
Tlie lawns ;WOod-fringed in Nature's native taste ; 
Hie hillocks dropp'd in Nature's careless haste ; 
The arches striding o'er the new-bom stream ; 
The village, glittering in the noontide beam — 

Poetic ardours in my bosom swell. 
Lone wandei-ing by the hermit's mossy cell ; 
The sweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 
Th' incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods.-— 

Here Poesy might wake her heaven-taught lyre. 
And look through nature with c/eative fire ; 
Here, to the wrongs of fate half-reconciled. 
Misfortune's lighten'd steps might wander wild ; 
And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds. 
Find balm to soothe her bitter rankling wounds : 
Here heart-struck Grief might heavenward stretch 

her scan. 
And injured Worth forget and pardon man. 
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TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

ON TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE PLOUGH, 

IN APBIL, 1786. 

Web, modest, crimson-tipped flower, 
^Hiou 's met me in an eril hour ; 
For I maun crush amang the stoure 

Thy slender stem ; 
To spare thee now is past my power. 

Thou honnie gem. 

Alas ! it 's no thy neebor sweet. 
The bonni6 lark, companion meet ! 
Bending thee 'mang th^ dewy weet, 

Wi' spreckled breast. 
When upward-springing, blithe, to greet. 

The purpling east. 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth ; 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm. 
Scarce rear'd above the parent earth 

Hiy tender form. 

Tlie flaunting flowers our gardens jMl, 
High sheltering woods and wa's mann shield ; 
But tliou, beneath the random bield 

O' dod or stane, 
Adorns the histie stibble-field. 

Unseen, alane. 



\ 



3» BOUIS. 

TVew» in Uit scanty mantle clad, 
TIrr sMwie bomm sunward spread, 
tWm BAs tlq^ iinassaming liead 
In humble puse ; 
Bat mam the ^lare nptears thy bed, 

low thou lies ! 



$«ch k the £tte of artless maid, 
Swv«f flmmet of the nual shade ! 
By kv^V suaplkity betTay*d, 

And gaildess trust, 
TtU $htf> fike thee, all soiTd, is hud 

Low i' the dust. 

Swh k the late of simple bard, 
iHi file's rovgh ocean luckless starr'd ! 
I'nskiUul he to note the card 

Of prudent lore. 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard^ 

And whdm him o*er. 

Snch fate to suflering worth is given, 
\\lio long with wants and woes has striven. 
By human pride or cunning dri\*en 

T6 misery's brink ; 
Till, wrench*d of every stay but Heaven, 

He, ruin'd, sink ! 

E^en thou who moum'st the dmsy's fiite. 
That fate is thine — no distant date ; 
Stem Ruin's plough-share drives, elate. 

Full on thy bloom. 
Till crush'd beneath the furrow's weight. 

Shall be thy doom ! 
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THE LAMENT. 

OCCASIONED BY THE UNFORTUNATE ISSUE 
OF A FBI£ND*S AMOUR. 



Alas I ''how od does Goodness wound itself. 
And sweet Affection prove the spring of woe 3 

' Hotne* 

THOU pale orb, that silent shines. 
While care-untroubled mortals sleep 1 

Thou seest a wretch that inly pines. 
And wanders here to wail and weep ! 

With woe I nightly vigils keep^ 
. Beneath thy wan un warming beam ; 

And mourn, in lamentation deep. 
How life and love are all' a drieam. 

1 joyless view thy rays adorn 

The "faintly-marked distant hiU : 
I joyless view thy trembling horn 

Reflected in the gui*gling rill : 
My fondly-fluttering heart, be still ! 

Thou busy power, Bemembrance, cease 1 
Ah ! must the agonizing thrill 

For ever bar retunung peace t 

No idly-feign'd poetic pains 

My sad, love-lorn lamentings daim ; 
No shepherd's pipe — ^Arcadian strains ; 

No ^bled tortures, quaint and tame : 
The plighted £Euth ; the mutual flame ; 

The oft-attested Powers above ; 
The promised father's tender name; 

These were the pledges of my love ! 
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And when my nightly couch I try, 

Sore-harasa'd out. with care and grief, . 
My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye. 

Keep watchings urith the nightly thief: 
Or if I slumber. Fancy, chief, 

Reigns haggard-wild, in sore afinght i 
E'en day, all-bitter, brings relief 

From such a horror-breathing night. 

O tlkou bri^t queen, who o'er th' expanse 

Now highest reign'st, with boundless sway ! 
Oft has thy s^ent-marking glance 

Observed us,: fondly-wandering, «tray 1 
The time, unheeded, sped away. 

While Love's luxurious pulse beat high. 
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray. 

To mark the mutual kindling eye. 

O ! scenes in strong remembrance set T 

Scenes never, never to return ! 
Scenes, if in stupor I foi^et. 

Again I feel, again I bum ! 
From every joy and pleasure torn, 

Life'^ weaiy vale I *11 wander through j 
And hopeless, comfortless, I *11 mourn 

A fiutble«l8 woman'd broken vow. 




34 BUBN8. 

ON THE BIRTH OF A POSTHUMOUS 

CHILD, 

Bom in peeu^r ChrewmtUmcet iffFamU^ IH9irt$$. 

Sweet floweret, pledge </ meilde lote. 

And ward o* mony a prayer. 
What heart o' stane wad thoa na mofey 

Sae helpless, sweet, and fldr ! 

November hfarples o'er Uie lea. 

Chill, on thy lov^ fonni ; 
And gane, alas ! Uie sheltering tree 

SluDold shield thee frae the storm* 

May He who ^ves the rain to poor. 

And wings the blast to blaw. 
Protect thee frae the driving shower. 

The bitter frost and snaw ! 

May He, the friend of woe and want. 
Who heals life's various stonnds. 

Protect and guard the mother plant. 
And heal her cruel wounds ! 

But late she flourish'd, rooted fiM, 

Fair on the summer mom : 
Now feebly bends she in the Uast, 

Tushelter^d and forlorn. 

Ulo!!«*d be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 

Tn^cathed by ruffian hand I 
Aud from thcc many a parent stem 

Ari^tt* to deck our land ! 
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A BARDS EPITAPH. 

Is there a whim-inspired fool, 
Owre fost for thought, owre hot for rule, 
Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool, 
^ Let him draw near ; 
And owre this grassy heap sing do<^. 

And drap a tear. 

Is there a bard of rustic song. 
Who, noteless, steals the crowds among. 
That weekly this area throng, 

O, pass not by ! 
But, with a frater-feeling strong. 

Here heave a sigh. 

Is there a man, whose judgment dear 
Can others teach the course to steer. 
Yet runs, himself, life's mad career. 

Wild as the wave ; 
Here pause — and, through ihe starting tear. 

Survey this grave. 

The poor inhabitant below 
Was quick to learn, and wise to know, 
And keenly felt the friendly glow. 

And softer flame ; 
But thoughtless follies laid him low. 

And stsdn'd his name ! 

Reader, attend — ^whether thy soul 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole. 
Or darklmg grubs this earthly hole^ 

In low punuit ; 
Know, prudent, cautious, sdf-control^ 
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TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 

Thou lingering star, with lessening ray. 

That loTest to greet the early mom, 
Agiun thou usher'st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
Seest thou thy lover lo^y laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast 2 
That sacred hour can I forget, 

Can I forget the hallow'd grove, .^r^ 

Where by the winding Ayr we met, -' J"^. 

To live one day of parting love ? jr*' 

Eternity will not eflace *^^ 

Those records dear of transports past ; \^, 
Tliy image at our last embrace ; 

Ah ! little thought we 'twas our last I 
Ayr gurgling kiss*d his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild woods, thickening, green ; 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar. 

Twined amorous round the raptured scene. 
The flowers sprang wanton to be prej»8*d. 

The birds sang love on every spray. 
Tin too, too soon, the glowing west 

Proclaim *d the speed of winged day. 
Still o'er these scenes my memory wakes. 

And fondly broods with miser care ! 
Time but the impression deeper makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest ? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast ? . 
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TAM O'SHANTER, 

AND 

OTHER POEMS. 
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TAM O'SHANTER. 

A TALE. 



Of Brownyis.and of Bogilia full is thii ImlM. 

Gamin Di»(^ku, 



When chapman billies leave the street^ 
And drouthy neebors neebors meet. 
As market-days are wearing late. 
An' folk begin to tak the gate ; 
While we sit bousing at the nappy. 
An' getting fou and unco happy. 
We think na on the lang Scots miles. 
The mosses, waters, slaps, and styles. 
That lie between us and our hame, 
Whare sits our sulky, suUen dame. 
Gathering her brows like gathering storm^ 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 

This truth fand honest Tam o* Shanter, 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, 
(Auid Ayr, wham ne'er a town surpaiset , 
For honest men and bonny lass^.) 
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TAM O^iHANTBR. 

The stprm witbjOut might rair aud'nvstlQ, 
IQam did na mipd the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy, 
Ev*!! drown'd himself amang the nappy ; 
As bees flee hame wi' lades o* treasure. 
The minutes wiug*d their way wi' pleasure . 
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious. 
O'er a' the ills o' life victorious ! 

But pleasures are like poppies spread, 
You seize the flower — its bloom is shed ! 
Or like the snpw-falls in the river, 
A moment white — then melts fqr ever ; 
Or like the Borealis race, 
That flit ere you can poiut their pls^e ; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form. 
Evanishing amid the storm. — 
Nae man can tether time or tide; 
The hour approaches Tam maun ride : 
That hour, o' night's black arch the key-9t^> 
That dreary ^our he mounts his beast ip ; 
And sic a night be taks the road in^ 
As ne'er poor sioner was abroad in. 

The wind blew ^s 'twad bl^wn its last ; 
The rattlin sho\vers rose on the blast ; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow*d ; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow'4 : 
That night, a child might un4er8twd 
The deil had business on his haqd* 

Weel mounted on his grey mare, Me|, 
(A better never lifted leg^ 
Tam skelpit on through dub and ini^fQ^ 
Despising wind, and rain, and fire ; 
Whiles handing fast hi^ guid bliie ^f}))et ; 
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scol^ ^9>f<;t ; 




BURNS. 

Whiles glowering round wi* prudent 
Lent bogles catch him unawares ; 
Kirlc-Alloway was drawing nigh, 
Whare ghaists and houlets nightly cry. 

By this time he was cross the ford,- 
Whare in the suaw the chapman smoor'd ; 
And pa88*d the birks and meikle stane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brak *s neck-bane ; 
And through the whins, and by the cairn , 
Whare hunters fond the murder'd bdim ; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mungo's mither hang'd hersel. 
Before him Doon pours all her floods ; 
The doubling storm roars through the woods ; 
The lightnings flash from pole to i)ole ; 
Near and more near the thunders roll ; 
When, glimmering through the groaning trees, 
Kirk-Allowuy seem'd in a bleeze ; 
Through ilku bore the beams were glancing. 
And loud resounded mirth and dancing. 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn ! 
What dangers thou canst make us scorn ! 
Wi* tippenny, we fear nae evil; 
Wi* usquabae we *11 face the devil ! 
I'he swats sue rcam'd in Tammie's noddle. 
Fair play, he cared na deils a boddle. 
hut Maggie stood right sair astonish'd. 
Till, by the heel and hand admouish'd. 
She ventured fonvard on the light ; 
And, vow ! Tuni saw an unco sight ; 
Warlocks and witches in a dance ; 
Nae cotillion brent new fnie France, 
But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels, 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 



TAM O'SHANTER. 

A wiuuock.bunker iu the east. 

There sat Auld Nick, in shape o' beast; 

A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large. 

To gie them music was his charge : 

He screw*d the pipes, and gart them skirl. 

Till roof and rafters a' did dirl. 

Coffins stood round, like open presses. 

That shaw*d the dead in their last dresses ; 

And by some devilish cantrip slight. 

Each in its cauld hand held a light, — 

By which heroic Tarn was able 

To note upon the haly table, 

A murderer's banes in gibbet aims ; 

Twa-span lang, wee unchristen*d bairns ; 

A thief, new-cutted frae a rape, 

Wi' his last gasp his gab did gape : 

Five tomahawks, wi' bluid red-rusted; 

Five scimitars, wi* murder cnisted ; 

A garter, which a babe had strangled ; 

A knife, a father's throat had mangled. 

Whom his ain son o' life bereft, 

Tlie grey hairs yet stack to the heft ; 

Wi' mair o' horrible and awfii', 

Which ev'n to name wad be unlawfu*. 

As I'kunmie glowr'd, amazed and curious. 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furious : 
The piper loud and louder blew ; 
The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 
They reelM, they set, they cross'd, they cleekit. 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit. 
And coost her duddies to the wark. 
And linket at it in her sark ! 

NowTam, O Tam ! had they been queans, 
A* plump and strapping, in their teens ^ 



8 BURNS. 

TlKir svks, instoid o' areeahie flanaeHy 
Been anftw-wlihe aeienteen hunder lineo ! 
Thir brecks o' mine, my only pair. 
That anoe were plnab, o' pM blue bur, 
I wad hae gi'en them off my hnrdiea 
For ae blink o* the bonnie bardies * 

But withered beldams, auld and droll, 
Rigwoodie hags wad spean a foal, 
Lowping and flinging on a cummock, 
1 wonder didna turn thy stonuM:h. 

But Tsun kenn'd what was what fii' brawlie 
There was ae winsome wench and waUe, 
That nig^t inlisted in the core, 
(Lang after kenn'd on Carrick shore ! 
For mony a beast to dead she shot. 
And perish'd mony a bonnie boat. 
And shook bsdth meikle com and bear. 
And kept the country-side in fear,} 
Her cutty-sark, o* Paisley ham. 
That while a lassie she had worn. 
In longitude though sorely scanty. 
It was her best, and she was vauntie. 
Ah ! little kenn*d thy reverend grannie. 
That sark she coft for her wee Nanuie, 
Wi' twa pund Scots, ('twas a' her riches) 
Wad ever graced a dance of witches ! 

But here my Muse her wing maun cqwr ; 
Sic flights are far beyond her power : 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang, 
(A souple jade she was aud Strang) 
And how Tarn stood, like ane bewitched. 
And thought his very een enrich'd ; 
Kv*n Satan glowrM, and iidged fu' £Eun, 
And hotch'd aud blew wi' might aud main : 



TAM o'sHANTER. 



Till first ae caper, syne auither, 

Tam tint his reason a' thegither. 

And roars out, * Weel done, Cutty-sark !' 

And in an instant all was dark : 

And scarcely had he Maggie rallied. 

When out the hellish legion sallied. 

As beez bizz out wi* angry fyke. 
When plundering herds assail their byke ; 
As open pussie^s mortal foes. 
When, pop ! she starts before their nose; 
As eager runs the market-crowd. 
When ' Catch the thief!' resounds aloud; 
So Maggie runs — the witches follow 
Wi* mony an eldritch skreech and hollow. 

Ah, Tam ! ah, Tam ! thou '11 get thy fairin ! 
In hell they'll roast thee like a herrin ! 
In Tain thy Kate awaits thy comin ; 
Kate soon will be a wofu' woman. 

Now do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the key-stane * of the brig ; 
There at them thou thy tail may toss, 
A running stream they dare na cross. 
But ere the key-stane she could make. 
The fient a tale she had to shake ! 
For Nannie, far before the rest. 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest, 

1 It is a well-known fact, that witches, or any evil 
spirits, have no power to follow a poor wight any farther 
than the middle of the next running stream. It may be 
proper likewise to mention to the benighted traveller, that 
when he falls in with bogles, whatever danger may be in 
his going forward, there is much more haiard in turning 
back. 
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And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle ; 
But little wist she Maggie's mettle — 
Ae spring broaf^t off her master hale. 
But left behiud her ain grey tail : 
The carlin claught her by the rump. 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

Now, wha this tale o' truth shall raad. 
Ilk man and mother's son, tak heed.: 
Whene'er to driuk you are incUned» 
Or cutty-s«arks run in your mind. 
Think, ye may buy the joys o'er dear,, 
Remember Tam o' Shant«r's mare. 
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THE 

BRIGS OF AYR. 

INSCRIBED TO J. BALLANTYNE^ ESQ. AYR* 

The simile bard, rough at tke rustic plough, 
Leamug his tufieftil trade from every hoogh ; 
The chanting linnet, or the mellow thnulh. 
Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the green 'tiiotii 

bush; 
The soaring lark, the perching redbreast sbiUl, 
Or deq>-toned plovers, grey, wild^whtetMng if«r 

the hill; 
Shall'he, nursed in the peasant's lowlyshed. 
To hardy independence bravely bred. 
By early poverty to hardship steel'd. 
And train'd to arms in stem Misfortuae's Md^<- 
* Shall he be guilty of their hirding crimes. 
The servile, mercenary Swiss -of ri^^mes ; 
Or labour bard the panegyric dose, 
With all the venal soul of dedicating^Phise? 
No ! though his artless strains he ruddy isinga. 
And throws his hand uncouthly o'er tbe strings. 
He glows with ail the spirit of tbe bird. 
Fame, honest fisme, his great, his^ddarYeiPwd. 
Still, if-Bomepatroii's generous care he ttaee, 
Skill'dm the sedret, to bestow vrithigtace ^ 
WhenSaUantyne befriends his huiMeiianie, 
And^add^ the i^ustk!' stranger «p to ftune^ 






TwTU vbeti thif ^ack< cat oo their 
Aad fhiiL-k And rife Mcnre the toil-woa crap; 
l\Macve-btac« irv fonqRii up fra skaith 
Of awumc Winrei's btdiic. tro«tT breath ; 
TW bee9. Rfokinc o'er thdr summer toib, 
Vanombei'd b«i«i>* and dowcn* delicioiis spcili, 
Scal*<l ap wi* imal cue in massire wasen piiK» 
Are doom'd br oun, thjt tyrant o'er the weak. 
The death o* derib smoor'd wT brinutoae reck : 
The thanderinc cun» are heard on ererj side. 
The woonded coreys, reelioe, scaner wide $ 
The leathered fiekl-matesy boond bj nature^ tie» 
Sire», mother?, children, in one caunage lie : 
(What warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds. 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds ?) 
Nae m;ur the dower in lielii or meadow springs ; 
Nae mair the ?rove with airy concert rings. 
Except perhaps the robin's whistling glee. 
Proud o' the height o* some bit half-lang tree : 
The hoary moras precede the sunny days. 
Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads the noon-tide 

blaze. 
While thick the go^^amer wares waatoo in the 

rays. 
Twas in that season, when a simple bard. 
Unknown and poor, simplicity's reward, 
Ae night, within the ancient bragfa of Ayr, 
By whim inspired, or haply press'd wi* care. 
He left bis bed, and took his wayward route. 
And down by Simpson's * wheel'd the left abctat : 
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(Whether impell'd by all-directiug Fate 
To wituess what I after shall narrate ; 
Or whether, rapt in meditation high. 
He wander*d out he knew not where nor why) 
The drowsy Duugeon-clock * had number'd two. 
And Wallace Tower ^ had sworn the fact was true; 
The tide-swoln Firth, wi' sullen sounding roar, 
Through the still night dash'd hoarse along the 

shore : 
All else was hush'd as Nature's closed ee ; 
The silent moon shone high o'er tower and tree : 
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam. 
Crept, gently-crusting, o*er the glittering stream : . 
When, lo ! on either hand the listening bard. 
The clanging sugh of whistling wings is heard ; 
Two dusky forms dart through the midnight sur. 
Swift as the gos 3 drives on the wheeling hare ; 
Ane on the Auld Brig his airy shape uprears. 
The ither flutters o'er the rising piers : 
Our warlock rhymer instantly descried 
The sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr preside. 
(That bards are second-sighted is jia joke. 
And ken the lingo of the spiritual fo'k ; 
Fays, spunkies, kelpies, a% they can explain them, 
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken them.) 
Auld Brig appear'd of ancient Pictish race. 
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face : 
He seem'd as he wi' Time had warstled lang. 
Yet teughly doure, he baide an unco bang. 
New Brig was buskit in a braw new coat. 
That he, at Lon'on, fi-ae ane Adams, got ; 
In 's hand five taper staves as smooth 's a bead, 
Wi' virls and whirlygigums at the head. 
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As yet ye little ken about the matter. 
But twa-three winters will inform ye better. 
When heavy, dark, continued, a'-day rains, 
Wi' deepening deluges o'ei-flow the plains ; 
When from the hills where springs the brawling Coil j 
Or stately Lugar's mossy fountains boil. 
Or where the Greenock winds his moorland course, 
Or haunted Garpals draws his feeble source. 
Aroused by blustering winds an' spotting thowes. 
In mony a torrent down his sna-broo rowes. 
While crashing ice, borne on the roaring spate^ 
Sweeps dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a' to the gate ; 
A|id from Glenbuck-,^ down to the Ratton-key,7 
Auld Ayr is just one lengthened, tumbling sea ; 
Then down ye'U hurl, deil nor ye never rise! 
And dash the gus^e jaups up to the pouring skies, 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost. 
That Architecture's noble art is lost ! 

NEW BRIG. 

Fine Architecture, trowth, I needs must say 't o't ! 
The L— d be thankit that we Ve tiut the gate o*t ! 
Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-alluring edifices. 
Hanging with threatening jut, like precipices; 
0*er-arching, mouldy, gloom-mspiring coves. 
Supporting roo£9 &Btastic, stony groves : 
Windows and doors, in nameless sculpture drestt'd. 
With order, symmetry, or taste unbless'd ; 
Forms Uke some bedlam statuary's dreani. 
The crazed creations of misguided whim ; 
Forms might be worshipped on the bended knee. 
And still the second dread command be free> 
Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or tea. 
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Maiuiuiu cluifc wuaid (fisfrace tibe twilifii^ 
Of any nuMoa, repdfey bird, or heart i 
Mt only fivr a ckxted mookish race. 
Or frotfty maids forsworn the drar 
rir cvifs of latter times, wlia beid tke 
Thai nllen gloom was sterfing tme dei uliu a ; 
Fancies that our good brugh denies protcctioa ; 
And aoon may they espire, anblessM wilk 
rection ! 

AULD BRIG. 

O ye, my dear remember^ ancient 
Were ye bat here to share my womi ded 
Ye worthy Proveses, an' mony a Boifie, 
Wba in the paths o' righteoimiess £d UA ay; 
Ye dainty Deacons, an' ye domce Cooveoacn, 
To whom oar modems are bat canscy-ckimii ; 
Ye godly CooDcils wha hae bless'd this town ; 
Ye godly Brethren of the sacred gown, 
Wha meeidy gie yoar hardies to the smiters : 
And, what would now be straa((e, ye godly Writers : 
A' ye douce folk I 're borne aboon the broo. 
Were ye but here, what would ye say or do? 
How would your spirits groan in deep Texatioa, 
To see each melancholy alteration ; 
And, agonizing, curse the time and place 
When ye begat the base, degenerate rare I 
Nae lauger reverend men, their country's glory. 
In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid story ! 
Nae longer thrifty citizens, an' douce. 
Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-hoasr ; 
But staumrel, corky-headed, graceiess gentry, 
'llie herryment and ruin o( the coantry; 
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Men, three-parts made by tailors and by barbers, 
Wha waste your weel-hain'd gear on d— d new 
brigs and harbours ! 

NBW BRIG. 

Now baud ye there ! for faith ye 're said enough , 
And muckle mair than ye can mak to through. 
As for your priesthood, I shall say but little. 
Corbies and clergy are a shot right kittle : 
But, under favour of your langer beard. 
Abuse o* magistrates might weel be spared : 
To liken them to your auld-warld squad, 
I must needs say, comparisons are odd. 
In Ayr, wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth ' a citizen,' a term of scandal : 
Nae mair the Council waddles down the street. 
In all the pomp of ignorant conceit ; 
Men wha grew wise priggin owre hops and ndsini. 
Or gathered liberal views in Bonds and Seisins. 
If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp. 
Had shored them with a glimmer of his lamp. 
And would to Common -sense, for once, betragr^d 

them, 
Plsun, dull Stupidity stepp*d kindly in to aid thttsk. 



What farther clishmadaver might been saidf 
What bloody wars, if sprites had blood to ib^, 
No man can tell ; but a' before their sight 
A fairy train appeared in order bright : 
Adown the glittering stream they teatly dmiced ; 
Bright to the moon their vaiious dresses s^auctd ; 
They footed o'er the watery glass so neat. 
The infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet : 



I 
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While arts of luiustrelsy among them rungy 
And soul-ennobling bards heroic ditties sung. . 
O had M'Lauchlan,^ thairm-inspiring sage. 
Been there to hear this heavenly band engage. 
When through his dear Strathspeys they bore with 

Highland rage ; 
Or when they struck old Scotia*s melting urs. 
The lover's raptured joys or bleeding cares ; 
How would his Highland lug been nobler fired,. 
And ev'n his matchless hand with finer touch in- 
spired ! 
No guess could tell what instrument appear'd. 
But all the soul of Music's self was heard; 
Harmonious concert rung in every part. 
While simple melody pour'd moving on the heart. 

The Genius of the stream in front appears, 
A venerable chief advanced in years ; 
His hoaiy-head with water-lilies crown'd. 
His manly leg with garter-tangle bound. 
Next came the loveliest pair in all the ring. 
Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring ; 
Then, crown 'd with floweiy hay, came Rural 

Joy, 
And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye : 
All-cheering Plenty, with her flowing horn. 
Led yellow Autumn wreathed with nodding com ; 
Then Winter's time-bleach 'd locks did hoary show, 
By Hospitality with cloudless brow. 
Next foUow'd Courage with his martial stride. 
From where the Feal wild -woody coverts hide; 
Benevolence, with mild benignant air, 
A female form, came from the towers of Stair : 9 
Learning and Worth in equal measures trodc 
From simple CvxXnivc, xWvc Viw^-loved abode : 
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Last, white-robed Peace, crown'd with a hazel 

wreath. 
To rustic Agriculture did bequeathe 
The broken iron instruments of death ; 
At sight of whom our sprites forgot their kindling 

wrath. 



NOTES ON THE BRIGS OF AYR. ' 

1 A noted tavern at the Auld Brig end. 
A The two steeples. 

3 The gos-hawk, or falcon. 

4 A noted fordj just above the Auld Brig. 

5 The banks of Garpal Water is one of the few places in 
the West of Scotland where those fancy-scaring beings known 
by the name of Ghaists still continue pertinaciously to in- 
habit. 

6 The source of the river Ayr. 

7 A small landing-place above the large key. 

8 A well-known performer of Scottish music on the violin. 

9 The poet alludes here to Mrs. Stewart of Stair. — Stair 
was then in her possession. She afterwards removed to 
Afton Lodge, on the banks of the Afton, a stream which, 
he afterwards celebrated in a song entitled < Afton Water.' 



20 BURNS. 



THE TWA DOGS. 



A TALE. 



TwAS in that place o* Scotland's isle, 
That bears the name o' Auld King Coil, 
Upon a bonnie day in June^ 
When wearing through the afternoon, 
Tvm dogs that were na thrang at haoie. 
Forgather 'd ance upon a time. 

The first I '11 name, they ca'd him Caesar, 
Was keepit for his honour's pleasure : 
His hair, his size, his mouth, bis lugs, 
Show'd he was naue o* Scotland's dogs ; 
But whalpit some place far abroad, 
Where sailors gang to fish for cod. 

His locked, letter'd, braw brass collar, 
Show'd him the gentleman and scholar : 
But though he was o' high degree. 
The fient a pride, na pride had he ; 
But wad hae spent an hour caressin, 
Ev'n with a tinkler-gipsy's messin. 
At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke, though e'er sae duddie, 
But he wad stau't, as glad to sec him. 
And stroan't on stanes an' hillocks wi' him. 

The tither was a ploughman's collie, 
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, 



THE TWA DOGS. 21 

Wha for his friend au' comrade had him, 
And in his freaks had Luath ca'd him, 
After some dog in Highland sang, ' 
Was made lang syne— -Lord knows how laug. 

He was a gash an' faithful tyke. 
As ever lap a sheugh or dyke. 
His honest, sonsie, baws'nt face. 
Ay gat him friends in ilka place. 
His breast was white, his towzie back 
Weel clad wi* coat o' glossy black ; 
His gawcie tail, wi' upward curl. 
Hung o*er his hurdles wi* a swirl. 

Nae doubt but they were fi^n o' ither. 
An' unco pack an' thick thegither ; 
Wi* social nose whyles snufi^d and snowkit ; 
Whyles mice an' moudieworts they howkit ; 
Whiles scour'd awa in laug excursion. 
An* worried ither in diversion ; 
Until wi* da£Sn weary grown. 
Upon a knowe they sat them down. 
And there began a lang digression. 
About the lords o* the creation. 

CiESAR. 

I 've aften wonder*d, honest Luath, 
What sort o' life poor dogs Uke you have ; 
An' when the gentry*s life I saw. 
What way poor bodies lived ava. 

Our laird gets in his racked rents. 
His coals, his kain, and a' his stents : 
He rises when he likes himsel ; 
His flunkies answer at the bell ; 

> CuehulUn's dog, in OmUii's Fingal. 
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He ca'i hii cmA^ he ca's Us hone ; 
He draws a bonnie sUken pone 
As lang's my tail, wfaare through the 
The yellow-lettei^d Geordie keeks. 

Frae morn to e'en its naught bat twilipg^ 
At baking, roasting, fryhig, boilm^ ; 
An' though the gentry first are stec^n. 
Yet eWu the ha' folk fill theur 
Wi' sauce, ragouts, and sic like 
That 's little short o' downright 
Oar whipper-in, wee blastit wonoer. 
Poor worthless elf, it eats at dimiery 
Better than ony tenant man 
His honour has In a' the Ian' : 
An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch in, 
I own it 's past my comprehenrion. 

LUATH. 

Trowth, Cxsar, whyles they 're fuht eneogh ; 
A cottar howkiii in a sheugh, 
Wi' dirty stancs biggin a dyke. 
Baring a quarry, and sic like, 
Him»el, a wife, lie thus sustains, 
A smytrie o* wee duddie weans. 
An' naught but his han' darg, to keep 
Them right and tight in thack an' rape. 

Au' when they meet wi' sair disasters. 
Like loHs o' health, or want o' masters. 
Ye maist wad think, a wee touch langer. 
An' tliey luiuui starve o' cauld and hunger ; 
Hut, how it comeR^ 1 never kenn'd it, 
'lliey 're maistly wonderfu' contented ; 
An* buirdly chicls, an' clever hizzies, 
Mv bred in sic a way as this is. 
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CfSAR. 

But then to see how ye *re negleckit. 
How huffed, and cuffed, and disrespeckit ! 
L— d, man, our gentry care as little 
For delvers, ditchers, an' sic cattle ; 
They gang as saucy by poor fo'k. 
As I wad by a stinking brock. 

I 've noticed, on our laird's court-day. 
An' mony a time my heart 's been wae. 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o' cash. 
How they maun thole a factor's snash ; 
He '11 stamp an' threaten, curse an' swear. 
He 'U apprehend them, poind their gear ; 
While they maun stan', wi' aspect humble. 
An' hear it a*, an' fear an* tremble ! 

1 see how folk live that hae riches ; 
But surely poor folk maun' be wretches ! 

LUATH. 

They *re nae sa wretched 's ane wad think ; 
Though constantly on poortith's brink : 
They 're sae accustomed wi' the sight. 
The view o *t gies them little fright. 

Then chance an' fortune are sae guided. 
They 're aye in less or mair provided ; 
An' though fatigued wi' close emj^yment, 
A blink o' rest^s a sweet enjoymeot. 

The dearest comfort o' their tives. 
Their grushie weans an' faithfii' wives ; 
The prattling things are just their pride. 
That sweetens, a' their fire-side.- 
An* whyles twalpennie worth o' nappy 
Can mak the bodies unco happy ; 
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The; k&f aside thtar private cares. 
To ■xnd the kirk and stale aflairs : 
Thcr'U talk o' patroaa^ and priests, 
Wi' kiadliaf fiuj im their breasts. 
Or tcH what anr tazatkm 's comm, 
Ab' feriie at the folk im Loo'oo. 

As bkak-£xcd HaUowmass retnnis. 
They get the jorial, ranting kims^ 
When rural life, o' erery station. 
Unite in common recreation ; 
Xome Uinks, Wit slaps, an* social Mirth 
Forgets there 's Care npo' the earth. 

That merry day the year begins. 
They bar the door on frosty winds ; 
The nappy reeks wi' mantling ream. 
An' sheds a heart-inspiring steam ; 
Tlie lontin pipe, an* sneeshin mill. 
Are handed roand wi' right guid will ; 
The cautie aol'l folks crackin arouse. 
The yoong anes rantin through the house,- 
My heart has been sae feun to see them. 
That I for joy hae barkit wi' them. 

Still it *8 owre true that ye hae said, 
Sic game is now owre aften play'd. 
There *s monie a creditable stock 
O* decent, honest, fawsont fo'k. 
Are riven out baith root and branch. 
Some rascal's pridefii' greed to queuch, 
Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster 
In favour wi* some gentle master, 
Wha aiblins thrang a parliamentin. 
For Britain's guid his saul indentin — 
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C£SAR. 

Haith, lad, ye little ken about it : 
For Britain's guid ! — guid faith, I doubt it ! 
Say rather, gaun as premiers lead him. 
An' saying aye or no 's they bid him : 
At operas an' plays parading. 
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading ; 
Or may be, in a frolic daft. 
To Hague or Calais takes a waft. 
To make a tour, and tak a whirl, 
To learn bon ton, an' see the worl'. 

TTiere, at Vienna or Versailles, 
He rives his father's auld entails ; 
Or by Madrid he takes the route. 
To thrum guitars, and fecht wi' nowt ; 
Or down Italian vista startles, 
Wh -re-hunting among groves o' myrtles : 
Then bouses drumly German water> 
To mak himsel look fair and fatter. 
An' clear the consequential sorrows. 
Love-gifts of Carnival signoras. 
For Britain's guid ! — for her destruction ! 
Wi' dissipation, feud, an' faction. 

LUATH. 

Hech man ! dear sirs ! is that the gate 
They waste sae mony a braw estate ? 
Are we sae foughteu an' harass'd 
For gear to gang that gate at last? 

O would they stay aback frae courts. 
An' please themselves wi' countra sports. 
It wad for every ane be better. 
The laird, the teniint, an' the cotter! 



4 
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For thae frank > raatin^ ramhlm biilies^ 
FWttt haet o* them 's iU->hemrted fellows ; 
Glsicept 6>r brcttking o' their timmer. 
Or $p«Mkin lightly o' their limmer. 
Or shootin o* a Ittre or moor-cock. 
The neVr a bit they *re ill to poor fiilk. 

But will re cell me> master Ccsar» 
Sttre great 6>Ul»' life *& a life o* 
Nae cauid nor hiui^eer e'er caa sicer 
The vera thou^cht o ^ need aa fear 



L— «1» maD« were ye but wkyics whave I mm. 
The ipmtle» ye wad ne'er eavy 

It *» crue« chev aeed 

* 

ThriMiih wittier^ caakUor 

Thev >re tsifte :«atr wark to crixe their 

Aa' ill Mild Jaee wt' <tip$ xa' icraiks: 

Buc hu:uao S;«ixe$ arv sic nK>L<« 

F'vn- ^* '.ihfir vvikxe^ jaii $dMofe« 

fhoc when :t«fte ceai iiis perptex cbeau 

fV* aioik ifuv>«ii :iieiis:«eLves cv %ex theaa; 

Va' Ji« :h«r I«Kss ciiey iue t\> Murt 

lb akc .n^H.vr«itnt ari$ will hart tha 

A vvuttcr^ -.euuw jic tae 3ieuii!i« 

tf'.so A.-'fs :'jil''i. he *5 nicac eneasdt ; 

A vvaatr* jprl jc itarr wtteei. 

Her iu^irra^ iiwe. 5ae 's vac9 

^c <^fic.eate«i. la' iaiixK^ warfc. 

^V <:* '3vrc*:t «aai: c" w:int jr o 

tV.-^ V<cer« JknunLauc. .aak.« J 

W^ iet. idKC ijcus Uknt« yec 

I'Mt a%h6» 
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An* ev'n their sports, their balls, an* races, . 
^Fheir galloping through public places; 
There *s sic parade, sic pomp, an* art. 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 
The men cast out in party matches. 
Then sowther a' in deep debauches : 
Ae night they 're mad wi* drink an* wh-ring, 
Niest day their life is past enduring. 
The ladies arm-in-arm in clusters. 
As ^eat and gracious a* as sisters ; 
But hear their absent thoughts o* ither. 
They *re a* run dells an* jads thegither. 
Whyles, o*er the wee bit cup an* platie. 
They sip the scandal-potion pretty ; 
Or lee-lang nights, wi* crabbit leuks 
Pore owre the devil's pictured beuks ; 
Stake on a chance a farmer's stackyard. 
An* cheat like onie unhang*d blackguard. 

Tliere *s some exception, man an* woman ; 
But this is gentry*s life in common. 

By this, the sun was out o' sight. 
An' darker gloaming brought the night : 
The bum-clock humm'd wi' lazy drone ; 
The kye stood rowtin i' the loan ; 
When up they gat, and shook their lugs, 
Rejoiced they were na men, but dogs ; 
An' each took aff his several way. 
Resolved to meet some ither day. 



tSkS. 



DEATH AND DOCTOR HORNBOOK. 

A TBUB 8TOBT. 

Some boolu are lies frae end to end. 
And some great lies were never penn'd : 
Efn ministen, thej hae been kenn'd. 

In holy ra|itare, 
A itnising whidy at tiniesy to rend. 

And nail 't wi' Scriptiirt. 

Bnt this that I am gann to tell. 

Which lately on a night befel, 

U jiut as true *s the deil 'a in hell. 

Or Dublin city : 
That e'er he nearer comes oursel 

'S a muckle pity. 

The Clachan yiil had made me canty ; 

I was ua fou, but just had plenty; 

I stacher'd whyles, but yet took tent ay 

To free the ditches ; 
An' hillocks, stanei:, and bushes, kenn'd ay 

Frae ghaists an' witches. 

Tlie rising moon began to glower 
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre ; 
To count her horns, wi' a* my power, 

1 set mysel ; 
But whether she had three or four, 

I could na tell. 
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I was come rouud about the hill. 
And todlin down on Willie's mill. 
Setting my staff wi' a' my skill. 

To keep me sicker ; 
Though leeward whyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there wi' something did forgather. 

That put me in an eerie swither ; 

An awfu* scythe, out-owre ae shouther. 

Clear-dangling, hang ; 
A three-taed leister on the ither 

Lay, large an' lang. 

Its stature se^m'd lang Scotch ells twa^ 
The queerest shape that e*er I saw. 
For fieut a wame it had ava ; 

And then, its shanks. 
They were as thin, as sharp an* sma'. 

As cheeks o' branks. 

' Guid-een,' quo' I ; * Friend ! hae ye been mawin, 
When ither folk are busy sawin ?'^ 
It seem'd to mak a kind o* stan'. 

But naething spak ; 
At length, says I, ' Friend, whare ye gaun. 

Will ye go back ?' 

It spak right howe, — ' My name is Death, 
But be na fley*d.'— Quoth I, ' Guid faith, 
Ye *re maybe come to stap my breath ; 

But tent me billie ; 
I red ye weel, tak care o' skaith. 

See, there 's a gull^ I* 
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* Ouidmao/ quo' he, ' pat op joar wkhsir, 
I *tn iw> dr^lfpi'd to try ite mettle ; 

Uut If I did, I wad be kittle 

To be miftkar'd ; 

I wmI na mind it, no, tbat spittle 

Oat-owre mj beaitL' 

* Wrrl, wifl !* f*ayH I, * a bargain be't ; 
(kmii*, fiWn your haod, au' nae we 're grtc't ; 
We *11 caxi* uur Hlianks, an' tak a seat ; 

Come, gies yoar news ; 
'lliU wliUv * yc hac been mony a gate. 

At mony a home.' 

* Ay, ay 1* quo' he, an' shook his head, 

* It *ii rv'n A lang, lang time indeed, 
8hr I tH*Kiin to nick the thread. 

An* choke the breath : 
Folk muun do Moincthhig for their bread, 

Au' 8ae maun Death. 

' Snx thotiHUiul yonrH are uear-hand fled 

iShi* I WUM to the l>iitchhiK bred. 

An' mony u Hchenie in vain 's been laid, 

'I'o Ml up or scar me ; 
Till uno Hornbook 's' ta'en up the trade. 

An' faith, he'll waur me. 

• Ye ken ,!oek Hornbook I' the Clachan, 
Dell niak IiIh klng's-hood in a spleuchan ! 
He Vs grown sae well acquaint wi' Buchau,* 

An' ither chaps, 
The weans hand out their lingers laughin, 

Auv\ \^o\\V. \\\^ Kv\j«. 
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* See, here 's a scythe, and there 's a dart. 
They hae pierced mouy a gallant heart ; . 
But Doctor Hornbook, wi' his art. 

And cursed skill. 
Has made them baith no worth a f— t, 

Damn'd haet they '11 kill. 

* 'Twas but yestreen, nae farther gaeu, 
I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

Wi* less, I 'ra sure, I *ve hundreds slam ; 

But deil-ma-care. 
It just play'd dirl on the bane. 

But did nae mair. 

* Hornbook was by, wi' ready art, 
And had sae fortifled the part. 
That when I looked to my dart. 

It was sae blunt, 
Fient haet o 't wad hae pierced the heait 

Of a kail-runt. 

* I drew my scythe in sic a fury, 
I uearhand cowpit wi* my hurry. 
But yet the bauld apothecary 

Withstood the shock ; 
I might as weel hae tried a quarry 

O* hard whin rock. 

* Kv'u them he cauna get attended. 
Although their face he ne'er had kenn'd it. 
Just •— ^- in a kail-blade, and send it, , 

As soon 's he smells't, 
Baith their disease, and what will mend ft, 

At once he tclls't. 



« 
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* And tbea a' doctan* aowa and whitdei. 
Of a' dimeniio— > dnpa, sm' metdesy 
A' kinda o' boxes, mngSy an' bottiesy 

He '9 sore to hae ; 
Their Latin names as fiat he rattles 

Aa ABC. 

* Cakes o' foasiiay earth, and trees ^ 
True aai-marinmn o' the aeas ; 
Tlie &rina of beans and pease. 

He has't in plenty; 
Aqna-fiintia, what yon please. 

He can content ye. 



*■ Forbje some new, nncommon weapona, 

Urinns spiritna of capons ; 

Or mite-horn shavings, fitings, scrapings ; 

DistilI'd per se .- 
Sal-alkali o' midge-tail clippings, 

xVod mony mae.' 

* Waes me for Johnny Ged's Holes now*' 
Quo' I, ' If that the news be true. 
His braw calf-ward whare gowans grew 

Sae white and bonie, 
Nae donbt they 'II rive it wi' the plew ; 

They '11 min Johnie I' 

The creature grain'd an eldritch laogk. 
And says, * Ye need na yoke the pieogfa. 
Kirk-yards wiU soon be till'd enen|^, 

Tak ye nae fear : 
They 'U a' be trMieli'ti wi' mony a she«gh 

fn twarttoee ^eac. 
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* Whare I kill'd ane a fair strae death. 
By loss o' blood or want o* breath, 
This night I 'm free to tak my aith, 

That Hornbook's skill 
Has clad a score i' their last clsuth. 

By drap an' pill. 

* An honest wabster to his trade, 

Whase wife's twa nieves were scarce weel-brcd. 
Gat tippence -worth to mend her head. 

When it was sair ; 
'l^e wife slade canuie to her bed. 

But ne'er spak mair. 

' A countra laird had ta'cu the batt:i». 
Or some curmurring in his guts ; 
His only son for Hornbook sets. 

An' pays him weel ; 
The lad, for twa guid gimmer pets, 

Was laird Idmsel. 

* A bounie lasS, ye keuu'd her name. 
Some ill-brewn drink had hoved her waoie ; 
She trusts herscl, to hide the shame. 

In Hornbook's care ; 
Horn sent her aflf to her lang hame. 

To hide it there. 

* That '8 just a swatch o' Hornbook's way ; 
Thus goes he on from day to day ; 

Thus does he poison, kill, an' slay. 

An '8 weel paid for 't ; 

Yet stops me o' my lawfu' prey, 

Wi* his d-mn'd dirt : 
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• Bat, hark ! 1 *11 tell you of a plot. 
Though dinna ye be speakiug o 't ; 
I *11 Dul the self-cODceited Scot, 

As dead 's a herriu : 
Niest time we meet, 1 '11 wad a groat. 

He gets his fairin !' 

But just as he began to tell, 

The auid kirk-hammer strak the bell 

Some wee short hour ayont the twal, 

Which raised us b^th 
f took the way that pleased mysel. 

And sae did Death. 



NOTES ON DEATH AND DR. HORNBOOK. 

1 This rencounter happened in seed-time, 1785. 

3 An epidemical fever was then raging in that country. 

S This gentleman. Dr. Hornbook, is professionally a bro- 
ther of the Sovereign Order of the Ferula ; but, by intuition 
and inspiration, is at once an apothecary, surgeon, and 
physician. 

4 Buchan's Domestic Medicine. 

5 The grave-digger. 
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TO A LOUSE: 

ON SEEING ONE ON A LADY'S BONNET, 
AT CHURCH. 

Ha ! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie ? 
Your impudence protects you sairly ; 
I canna say but ye strunt rarely 

Owre gauze and lace ; 
Though faith, I fear ye dine but sparely 

On sic a place. 

Ye ugly, creepin, blastit wonner, 
Detested, shunn'd by saunt an' sinner, 
How dare ye set your fit upon her, 

Sae fine a lady ? 
Gae somewhere else, and seek your dinner 

On some poor body. 

Swith, in some beggar's haffet squattle ; 
There ye may creep, and spi*awl, and sprattle 
Wi' ither kindred, jumpin cattle, 

In shoals and nations ; 
Whare horn or bane ne'er dare unsettle 

Your thick plantations. 

Now baud ye there, ye *re out o' sight, 
Below the fatt'rils, snug an' tight; 
Na, faith ye yet ! ye *11 no be right 

Till ye Ve got on it, 
The vera tapmost, towering height 

O' Miss's bonnet. 



.Mi ■ 

tor A^mn. n*Dk* OMOciinftl nwKr^ 

Or ceiU rt^ 

1 'd gie von .>ic a hearty doze o 't^ 

Wad dreaii^ 



I fiad na beat swrprked c» spf 
Yott OA an avid wifiit'» Mmta. t^im ^ 
Or aiUiBir .'j^ms bit dmUifr b«y. 

Oft 's^ wyiiMfiac ; 
Bat MttfrA^ ABC TiiuMirdi ! ^» 

Haw dare ye do 't r 

O Jenny, dinna t<M» your ht^ad. 
An' s«t your brantiffr a' abread ! 
Ye Uttie ken what cursed >^peed 

The bla^ie> oiakin 
Thae wink;< ami nnger eud«, I dreads 

Are aoiice cakiD 1 




O wad some power the sa^ie gie \t» 
To see oiirseL» a^ others .^ee iisl 
It wad frae atoay a hiander free us> 

.\Dd fooiish Qocioa : 
What air» io drejs^ an' ^ait wad lea'e iv. 

And ev'a Devotion ! 
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HALLOWEEN. 



The following poem will by many readers be well enough 
understood; but, for the sake of those who are un- 
acquainted with Uie manners and traditions of the coun- 
try where the scene is cast, notes are added, to give some 
account of the principal charms and spells of that night, 
so big with prophecy to the peasantry in the west of 
Scotland* The passion of prying into futurity makes a 
striking part of the history of human nature in its rude 
state iu ^1 ages and nations; and it may be some enter- 
tainment to a philosophic mind, if any such should ho- 
nour the author with the perusal, to see the remains of 
it among the more unenli^tened in our own. Halloween 
is thought to be a night when witches, devils, and other 
mischief-making beings are all abroad on their banefiil 
-midnight errands ; particularly, those aerial people, the 
Fairies, are said on that night to hold a grand anniversary. 



I. 
Upon that night, when £Euries lig^t 

Od Cassilis Downans* dance. 
Or owre the lays, m splendid blaze. 

On sprightly coursers prance : 
Or for Colean the route is ta'en 

Beneath the moons pale beams ; 
There up the cove,* to stray an* rove, 

Amang the rocks and streams 

To sport that night. 



HALLOWEEN. 
V. 

Then, straught or crooked, yird or nane. 

They roar an' cry a' throu*ther ; 
llie vera wee thiiigs» todlin, rin 

Wi' stocks out-owre their shouther ; 
An' gif the custoc 's sweet or sour, 

Wi* joctelegs they taste them ; 
Syne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wr caimie care, they 've placed them 
To lie that night. 

VI. 
The lasses staw frae 'mang them a' 

To pou their stalks o' com ; s 
But Rab slips out, an' jinks about, 

Behint the muckle thorn : 
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast ; 

Loud skirled a' the lasses ; 
But her tap-pickle msust was lost. 

When kiutUn in the fause-house ^ 
Wi* him that night. 

VII. 
The auld guid wife's weel-hoordet nits 7 

Are round an* round divided. 
An' monie lads' and lasses' fates 
Are there that night decided : 
Some kindle, couthie, side by side. 

An' bum thegither trimly : 
Some start awa wi' saocy pride. 
And jump out-owre the chimlie 
Fu' high that nig^t. 

b3 



I 



T.--'^ •■^^* 



HALU>WEEN. 
XI. 

But Merran sat behiut their backs. 

Her tlioughts on Andrew Bell ; 
She lea'es them gashin at their cracks. 

An' slips out by hersel : 
She through the yard the nearest taks. 

An' to the kiln she goes then. 
An' darklins grapit for the bauks. 

And in the blue-clue^ throws then. 
Right fear't that night. 

XII. 
An' ay she wi'nt, an' ay she swat, 

I wat she made nae jaukin ; 
'nil something held within the pat, 

Guid L — d ! but she was quakiq ! 
But whether 'twas the deil himsel, 

Or whether 'twas a bauk-en', 
Or whether it was Andrew Bell, 

She did na wait on talkin 

To spier that night. 

XIII. 
Wee Jenny to her grannie says, 

• Will ye go wi' me, grannie ? 
I '11 eat the applet at the glass 

I gat frae uncle Johnie.' 
She #uff 't her pipe wi' sic a lunt. 

In wrath she was sae vap'rin^ 
She notic^t na, an aizle brunt 

Her braw new worset apron 

Out through that night. 




HALLOWEEN. 
XVII. 

Then up gat fechtin Jamie Fieck, 

An' he swoor by his conscience 
That he could saw hemp- seed a peek ; 

For it was a' but nonsense. 
The auld guidman raught down the pock. 

An' out a handfu' gied him ; 
Syne bad him slip frae 'mang tlie folk 

Some time when nae ane seed him. 
An' try *t that night. 

XVIII. 
He marches through amang the stacks. 

Though he was something sturtin ; 
The graip he for a liarrow taks. 

An* haurls at his curpin : 
An* every now an* then he says, 

' Hempseed I saw thee. 
An' her that is to be my lass. 

Come after me, an' draw thee. 
As fast this night.' 

XIX. 
He whistled up Lord Lenox' march. 

To keep his courage cheery ; 
Although his hair Began to arch. 

He was sae fley'd an' eerie : 
fill presently he hears a squeak. 

An' then a grane an' gruntle; 
He by his shouther gae a keek. 

An' tumbled wi' a wintle 

Out-owre that night. 
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H« ru^4 ii^ iMifid nuif^itiNahiiiifty 

'1^ Immc Um iMiL oMoettiiMi. : 
Or c hu i Mh ki M ft r rMi tfumphfe ; 

Vo \^a4ch> viuule («r tbn biim she ^sets^. 

XXlt. 
Si«; ittiiftct- I'oti kjtfy wi' cattttie UmHiv^ 

S^ik; 'MUtiiiiy ilk shu c»C«»< 

Vu' *i>i«ijf'd >%i' ^.«»u. vktt' iiM-v«Mir> 
bV fiftstc tbttft lui^iK. 



HALLOWEEN. II 

XXIII. 

They hoy*t out Will wi* salr advice '^ 

They heckt him some fine braw ane ; 
It chauced the stack he faddom'd thrice *< 

Was timmer-propt for thrawin t 
He taks a swirlie auld moss-oak. 

For some black, grousome carlin ; 
An* loot a winze, an* drew a stroke. 

Till skin in blypes came haurlin 

Aff 's nieves that night. 

XXIV.' 
A wanton widow Leezie was. 

As canty as a kitlen ; 
But, och ! that night, amang the shaws. 

She got a fearfii' settlin. 
She through the whins, an' by the cairn. 

An' owre the hill gaed scrievin, 
Whare three lidrds* lands met at a buni,^ 

To dip her left sark -sleeve in. 

Was bent that night. 

XXV. 

Whyles owre a linn the bumie plays, 

As through the glen it wimpl't ; 
Whyles round a rocky scar it strays ; 

Whyles in a wielit dimpl't; 
Whyles glitter'd to the nightly rays, 

Wi' bickering, dancing daziele ; 
Whyles cookit undemeath the braes. 

Below the spreading hasel, 

. Unseen that night. 
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12 voftifs. 

XXVL 
Amang the brachens, oo the bne. 

Between her ao' the moon. 
The deily or else an ontler quej. 

Gat up an' gae a croon : 
Poor Leezie'8 heart maist lap the bool ^ 

Near laverock hd^t she jmnpit. 
But mist a fit, an' in the pool 

Out-owre the logs she plumpit, 

Wi' a plioige that n^t. 

ixvii. 

In order, on the clean hearth-stane. 

The loggies three ^4 are ranged. 
An* every time great care is ta'en 

To see them duly changed : 
Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys 

Sin' Mar*8-year did desire. 
Because he gat the toom-dish thrice. 

He heaved them on the fire 

In wrath that night. 

XXVIII. 
Wi' merry sangs, an* friendly cracks, 

I wat they didna weary; 
An' unco tales, an' funnie jokes. 

Their sports were cheap an* cheery; 
Till butter'd so'ns,** wi' fragrant lunt. 

Set a'/ their gabs a steerin ; 
Syne, wi' a social glass o' strunt. 

They parted aff careerin 

Fu' blithe that night. 



^ 



NOTES Om HALLOWEEN. 13 



NOTES ON HALLOWEEN. 

1 Certidn little, romantic, rocky, green hills, in the 
neighbourhbod of the ancient seat of the earls of Cassilis. 

> A noted cavern near Colean-house, called the Cove of 
Colean, which, as Cassilis Downans, is famed in country 
story for being a favourite haunt of fairies. 

3 The famous family of that name, the ancestors of 
Robert, the great deliverer of his country, were earls of 
Carrick. 

4 The first ceremony of Halloween is, pulling each a 
stock, or plant, of kail. They must go out, hand in hand, 
with eyes shut, and pull the first they meet with : its being 
big or little, straight or crooked, is prophetic of the nae 
and shape of the grand object of all their spells— the hus- 
band or wife. If any yird, or earth, stick to the root, that 
is tocher, or fortune; and the taste of the custoc, that is 
the heart of the stem, is indicative of the natural temper 
and disposition. Lastly, the stems, or, to give them their 
ordinary appellation, the runts, are placed somewhere above 
the head of the door ; and the Christian names of the people 
whom chance brings into the house are, according to the 
priority of placing the runts, the names in question* 

5 They go to the barn-yard, and pull each, at three 
several limes, a stalk of oats. If the third stalk wants tiie 
top-pickle, that is, the grain at the top of the stalk, the 
party in question will come to the marriage-bed any thing 
but a maid. 

6 When the com is in a doubtful state, by being too 
green or wet, the stack-builder, by means of old timber, 
&c. makes a large apartment in his stack, with an opening 
in the side which is fairest exposed to the wind : this he 
calls a f auae-hoiue. 

7 Burning the nuts is a famous charm. They name the 
lad and last to each particular nut as they lay them in the 

c 
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14 Binufs. 

flrtt aad aeeordin^ M tbcy bom qnicdy tofether, or start 
tnm betiile one aootiiar, the ooune and iarae of the eout- 
•hlpwUlbe. 

i Whoever would, with saooeat, try this spdl, nraat 
■trietly obtenre these directians: Steal out, all alone, to 
the kiln, and, darkling, throw into the pot a due of blue 
yami wind it in a new due off the <M one; and, towards 
the latter end, something will hcdd the thread. Demand, 
« wha hands V i. e. who holds ? an answer will be returned' 
ftom the kitai-pot, by naming the Cbristiaa and surname 
of your ftature spouse. 

• f Take a candle, and go akxne to a looking-glass; ear 
an apple before it, and some traditions say you should 
comb your hair all the time ; the face of your conjugal 
companion, to be, will be seen in the glass as if peeping 
OTcr your shoulder. 

!• Steal out, unperoeiTed, and sow a handftil of hemp- 
laed, harrowing it with any thing you can conveniently 
draw after you. Repeat, now and then, * Hemp-seed, I 
law thee, hemp>seed, I saw thee ; and him (or her) that is 
to be my true-love, come after me and pou thee.' Look 
over your left shoulder, and you will see the appearance of 
the person invoked in the attitude of pulling hemp. Some 
traditions say, * come after me, and shaw thee ;' that is, 
show thyself: in which case it simply appears. Others 
omit the harrowing, and say, ' come after me, and harrow 
thee.' 

n This charm must likewise be performed unperceived 
and alone. You go to the bam, and open both doors, 
taking them off the hinges, if possible; for there is danger 
that the being about to appear may shut the doors, and do 
you some mischief. Then take that instrument used in 
winnowing the com, which, in our cotmtry dialect, we call 
a wecht, and go through all the attitudes of letting down 
com against the wind. Repeat it three times; and the 
third time an apparition will pass through the bam, in at 
the windy door, and out at the other, having both the 
figure in question, and the appearance or retinue, marking 
the employment or station in life. 

I* Take an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to a bear- 
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stack, and fathom it three times rotmd: the last fathom of 
the last time you will catch in your arms the appearance of 
your future coi^ugal yoke-fellow. 

13 You go out» <me or more, for this is a social spell, to 
a south-running spring or rivulet, where 'three lairds* 
lands meet,* and dip your left shirt-sleeve. Go to bed in 
sight of a fire, and hang yoiur wet sleeve before it to dry. 
Lie awake ; and, some time near midnight, an apparition, 
having the exact figure of the grand ottfect in questi<mj will 
eome and turn the sleeve, as if to dry the other side. 

H Take three dishes ; put dean water in one, Ibul water 
in another, leave the third empty : blindfold a person, and 
lead him to the hearth where the dishes are ranged. He 
<or she) dips the left hand : if by diance in the dean water, 
the ftiture husband or wife will come to the bar of matri- 
mony a maid ; if in the foul, a widow ; if in the empty 
dish, it foretels, with equal certainty, no marriage at all. 
It is repeated three times, and every time the arrangement 
of the dishes is altered. 

>5 Sowens, with butter instead of milk to them, is always 
the Halloween vupper. 
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THE VISION. 



DUAN FIKST. 

The sun had closed the winter day» 
Hie curlers quat their roaring plaf , 
An' hungered maukin ta'en her way 

To kul-yards green. 
While feuthless suaws ilk step betray 

Whare she has been. 

,The thresher's weary flingin tree 
'^The lee-lang day had tired me ; 
And whan the day had closed his e'e. 

Far i* the west, 
Ben i' the spence, right pensivelie, 

I gaed to rest. 

There, lanely, by the ingle-cheek, 
I sat and eyed tlie spewing reek. 
That fill'd, wi* hoast-provoking smeek, 

ITie auld clay biggin ; 
An' heard the restless rations squeak 

About the riggin. 

All in this mottie, misty clime, 
I backward mused on wasted time. 
How I had spent my youthfu' prime. 

An* done nae-thing, 
^ut striugin blethers up in rhyme. 
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Had I to guid advice but barkit, 
I migbt, by this, hae led a market. 
Or strutted in a bank, an* clarkit 

My cash-account : 
While here, half^mad, half- fed, half-sarkit, 

Is a' th' amount. 

I started, mutt'ring, blockhead ! coof ! 
An' heaved on high my waukit loof. 
To swear by a' yon starry roof. 

Or some rash aith. 
That I, henceforth, would be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath — 

When click ! the string the snick did draw ; 
And jee ! the door gaed to the wa' ; 
An' by my ingle-lowe I saw. 

Now bleezin bright, 
A tight, outlandish hizzie, braw. 

Come full in sight. 

Ye needna doubt, I held my whisht ; 
The infant aith, half-form'd, was crusht ; 
I glowred as eerie's I 'd been dusht 

In some wild glen ; 
When sweet, like modest worth, she blusht. 

And stepped ben. 

Greeo, slender, leaf-clad holly-boughs 
Were twisted, gracefu',' round her brows ; 
I took her for some Scottish Muse, 

By that same token ; 
Au' come to stop those reckless vows. 

Would sooq been broken. 
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A ' hair-brain'd, sentiinental trace,' 
Was stroo^y marked in her £ace ; 
A wildly-witty rustic grace 

Shone fall npon her ; 
Her eye, cv'n tiini*d on empty space, 

Beam'd keen yvith honoiir. 

Down flow'd her robe, a tartan sheen. 
Till half a leg was scrimply seen ; 
And such a leg ! my bonie Jean 

Could only peer it ; 
Sae straught, sae taper, tig^t, and dean, 

Nane else cam near it. 

Her mantle large, of greenish hue. 
My gazing wonder chiefly drew ; 
Deep lights and shades, bold-mingling, threw 

A lustre grand ; 
And seem'd, to my astonished \iew, 

A well-known land. 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost ; 
'^There, mouiitaius to the skies were tost ; 
Here, tumbling billows mark'd the coast, 

Wi* surging foam ; 
There, distant shone Art's lofty boast. 

The lordly dome. 

Here, Doon pour'd down his far-fetch*d floods ; 
There, well-fed Irwine stately thuds : 
Auld hermit Ayr staw through his woods. 

On to the shore ; 
And many a lesser torrent scuds, 

Wi* seeming roar. 
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Low, in a sandy valley spread. 
An ancient borough rear'd her head ; 
Still, as in Scottish story read. 

She boasts a race. 
To every nobler virtue bred. 

And polish'd grace. 

By stately tower or palace fair. 
Or ruins pendent in the air. 
Bold stems of heroes, here and there, 

I could tiiscern ; 
Some seem'd to muse, some seem'd to dare, 

Wi* feature stem. 

My heart did glowing transport feel. 
To see a race * heroic wheel. 
And brandish round the deep-dyed steel 

In sturdy blows ; 
WWle back-recoiling seem*d to reel 

Their suthron foes. 

His Country's Saviour,* mark him well ! 
Bold Richardton*s 3 heroic swell ; 
The chief on Sark4 who glorious fell. 

In high command ; 
And he whom ruthless fates €xpel 

His native land. 

There, where a sceptred Pictish shaded 
Stalk'd round his ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial race, portray'd 

In colours strong ; 
Bold, soldier-featured, undismay'd 

They strode along. 
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Throog^ many a wild, romantic grove,* 
Near many a henmt-fimcied cove, 
(Fit haonts for friendship or for loire) 

In musing mood. 
An aged judge, I saw him rove. 

Dispensing good. 

With deep-struck rererential awe ^ 
Tlie learned sire and son I saw ; 
To Nature's God and Nature's law 

They gave their lore : 
This, all its source and end to draw; 

That, to adore. 

Brydone's hrave ward ^ I well could spy. 
Beneath old Scotia's smiling eye ; 
Who calPd on Fame, low standing by. 

To hand him on. 
Where many a patriot -name on high. 

And hero shone. 



DUAN SECOND. 

With musing-deep, astonished stare, 
1 view'd the heavenly-seeming f«ur ; 
A whispering throb did witness bear 

Of kindred sweet. 
When with an elder sister's air 

Shft did me ^teet. 
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' All hail! my own inspired bardl 
In me thy native muse regard! 
Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard. 

Thus poorly low ! 
I come to give thee such reni^Eurd 

As we bestow. 

* Knowy the great Genius of this land 
Has many a light, aerial band. 

Who, all beneath his high command. 

Harmoniously, 
As arts or arms they understand. 

Their labours ply. 

* They Scotia's race among them share ; ^ 
Some fire the soldier on to dare ; 

Some rouse the patriot up to bare 

Corruption's heart : 
Some teach the bard, a darling care. 

The tuneful art. 

^ 'Mong swelling floods of reciting gore. 
They, ardent, kindling spirits pour; 
Or, 'mid the venal senate's roar. 

They, sightless, stand. 
To mend the honest patriot-lore. 

And grace the land. 

< And when the bard, or hoary sage. 
Charm or instruct the ^ture age. 
They bind the wild poetic rage 

In energy. 
Or point the inconclusive page 

Full on the eye. 
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* Of these am I — Cbila my name ; 
And this district as mine I claim. 
Where once the Campbells, chiefs of fame. 

Held ruling power : 
I mark'd thy embryo tuneful flame, 

Thy natal hour. 

' With future hope, I oft would gaze. 
Fond, on thy little eai'ly ways. 
Thy rudely-caroll*d, chiming phrase. 

In uncouth rhymes, 
Fired at the simple, artless lays 

Of other times. 

< I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 
Delighted with the dashing roar ; 

Or when the north his fleecy store 

Drove through the sky, 

I saw grim Nature's visage hoar 

Struck thy young eye. 

^ Or when the deep green-mantled earth. 
Warm, cherish'd every floweret's birth. 
And joy and music pouring forth 

In every grove, 
I saw thee eye the general mirth 

\nth boundless love. 

< When npen'd fields, and azure skies, 
Call'd forth the reap^'s rustling noise, 

I saw thee leave their evening joys. 

And lonely stalk. 
To vent thy bosom's swelling rise 

In pensive walk. 




* WbcB fiNiddal love, wmii-liliiaiiiii^, xtnNi^» 
KccB-flkhcriog shot thy nencs akMig, 

Tlnae accents, gntefid to thy tongue. 

The adored Name, 
I taa^t thee how to poor m song. 

To soodie thy flame. 

* I saw thy poised maddenmg play. 
Wild, send thee Pleasure's devioiis way. 
Misled by Fancy's meteor ray. 

By Passiott driren ; 
B«t yet the lig^t that led astray 

Was li^t from heaTcn. 

* I tani^t thy manners-painting strains, 
Tlie loves, the ways of simfrie swains. 
Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

Thy fame extends ; 
And some, the pride of CoiIa*s plains. 

Become thy Mends. 

' Thon canst not learn, nor can I show. 
To paint with Thomson's landscape glow ; 
Or wake the bosom-melting throe, 

V^lth Sfaenstone's art ; 
Or poor, with Gray, the moving flow 

Warm on the heart. 

' Yet all beneath the nnrivall'd rose. 
The lowly daisy sweetly blows : 
Though large the forest's monarch throws 

His army shade. 
Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows 

Adown the glade. 
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* Tlien never murmur nor repine ; 
Strive in thy humble sphere to shine ; 
And trust me, not Potosi's mine. 

Nor king's regard. 
Can give a bliss o'ermatching thine, 

A rustic Bard. . 

* To give my counsels all in one,. 
Thy tuneful flame still careful fan ; 
Preserve the Dignity of Man, 

With soul erect ; 
And trust, the Universal Plan 

Will all protect. 

* And wear thou this ' — she solemn ssud. 
And bound the Holly round my head : 
The polish 'd leaves, and berries red, 

/ Did rustling play ; 

And, like a passing thought, she fled 

In light away. 



NOTES ON THE VISION. 

1 The Wallaces. 
9 William Wallace. 

3 Adam Wallace, of Richardton, cousin to the immortal 
preserrer of Scottish independence. 

4 Wallace, hurdof Craigie, who was second in command, 
under Douglas earl of Ormond, at the famous battle on the 
banks of Sark, fought anno 144& That glorious victory 
was principally owing to the judidous conduct and in- 

D 
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tnpid Hloiir of tbm fdlnt kdid of Cnigte. who dkd of 
bb WNOidt aftnr tliA acdon. 

S Collas, ktaig of tte Plcts» fkom whom the district oC 
Kyto to hM to tako iti name, Itot baried, u tndltk» aajn, 
•wr the fluniljr-aeat of the Moatgomeriet €>f Coito-Oald. 
when hto hnrial-plaee to itUl ihown. 

i BanUmming, the leat of the tote hud Jiutiee derk. 

7 Catriee, the teat of the tote doctor, and pretent pio- 
fteeor Stewart. 

• Colonel Fanarton. 
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O prince ! O chief of many throned powers. 
That led the embattled Seraphim to war. 

Milton. 



THOU ! whatever title suit thee, 
Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 
Wha in yon cavern grim an' sootie. 

Closed under hatches, 
Spairges about the bruustane CQotie, 

To scaud poor wretches ! 

Hear me, auld Hangie, for a wee. 
An* let poor damned bodies be ; 

1 'm sure sma' pleasure it can gie. 

E'en to a deil. 
To skelp an' scaud poor dogs like me. 

An' hear us squeel ! 

Great is thy power, an' great thy fame ; 
Far ken'd and noted is thy name ; 
An' though yon lowin heugh 's thy hame, 

Thou travels far ; 
An' faith ! thou 's neither lag nor lame, 

J^or blate nor scaur. 
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Whyles, ranging like a roaiin lion. 
For prey, a' holes an' corners tryin ; 
Whyles on the strong-wing'd tempest flyin, 

Hrling the lurks ; 
Whyles, in the human bosom pryin. 

Unseen thou lurks. 

I 've heard my reverend grannie say. 
In lanely glens ye like to stray; 
Or where auld ruin'd castles, gray. 

Nod to the moon. 
Ye /right the nightly \¥anderei^s way, 

Wi' eldritch croon. 

When twiUght did my grannie summon. 
To say her prayers, douce, honest woman ! 
Aft yont the dyke she's heard you humming 

Wi* eerie di'one ; 
Or, rustlin, through the boortries comin, 

Wi' heavy groan. 

Ae dreary, windy, winter night. 
The stars shot down wi* sklentin light, 
Wi* you, mysel, I gat a fright, 

Ayont the lough ; 
Ye like a rash-bush stood in sight, 

Wi' waving sugh. 

The cudgel in my niere did shake. 
Each bristled hair stood like a stake, 
Wheu wi* an eldritch stour, quaick — quaick- 

Amaug the springs, 
Awa ye squatter'd, like a drake, 

On whistling wings. 
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Let warlocks grim, an' withered hags. 
Tell how wi' you on ragweed nags. 
They skim the muirs, an' dizzy crags, 

Wi* wicked speed ; 
And in kirk-yards renew their leagues, 

Owre howkit dead. 

Thence countra wives, wi' toil an' psun. 
May plunge an' plunge the kirn in vain ; 
For, oh ! the yeUow treasure's taen 

By witching skill ; 
An' dawtit, twal-pint hawkie's gaen 

As yell's the bill. 

Thence mystic knots mak great abuse. 
On young guidman, fond, keen, an' crouse ; 
When the best wark-lume i' the house. 

By cantrip wit. 
Is instant made no worth a louse. 

Just at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord. 
An' float the jinglin icy-boord. 
Then water-kelpies haunt the foord. 

By your direction. 
An' nighted travellers are allui'ed 

To their destruction. 

An' aft your moss-traversing spunkies 
Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is : 
The bleezin, curat, mischievous monkeys 

Delude his eyes. 
Till in some miry slough he sunk is. 

Ne'er mair to rise. 
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When masoDB* mytdc word an' grip. 
In storms an' tempests raise yon up. 
Some cock or.cat your rage nuuin stop. 

Or, strange to tell ! 
Tbe youngest brother ye wad whip 

Aff 8trau(^t to hell ! 

Lang syne. In Eden's borne yard. 
When yonthfti' lovers first were paired. 
An' a' the soul of love they shared. 

The raptured hour. 
Sweet on the fragrant, flowery swaird, 
■ In shady bower: 

Then you, ye auld, snic-dramng dog I 
Ye came to Paradise incog. 
An' play'd on man a cursed brogue, 

(Black be your fa !) 
An' gied the infant warld a shog, 

'Maist ruin'd a*. 

D' ye mind that day, when in a bizz, 
Wi* reekit duds, an' reestit gizz. 
Ye did present your smoutie phiz 

'Mang better fo*k. 
An' sklented on the man of Uz 

Your spitefu* joke ? 

An* how ye gat him i* your thrall. 
An' brak him out o' house an' hall. 
While scabs an' blotches did him gall 

Wi' bitter claw. 
All* lowsed his ill-tongued, wicked scawl. 

Was >Narst ava ? 
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But a' your doings to rehearse. 
Your wily snares an' fechtin fierce. 
Sin' that day Michael did you pierce, 

Down to this time. 
Wad ding a Lallan tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme. ' 

An' now, auld Cloots, I ken ye 're thinkin 
A certain Bardie's rantin, drinkin. 
Some luckless hour will send him linkin 

To your black pit ; 
But, faith 1 he '11 turn a corner jinkiu, 

An' cheat you yet. 

But, fare you weel, auld Nickie-benl 

wad ye tak a thought, an' men' ! 
Ye £dblins might — I dinna ken — 

Still hae a stake — 

1 'm wae to think upo' yon den, 

Ev'n for your sake ! 
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Yet tbey wha fa* iu fortune's strife. 

Their fate we shouldna censure. 
For still the important end of life 

They equally may answer ; 
A man may hae an honest heart. 

Though poortith hourly stains him $ 
A man may tak a ueebor's part, 

Yet hae nae cash to spare him. 

Aye free, aff han* your stoiy tell. 

When wi' a bosom crony; 
But still keep something to yoursel 

Ye scarcely tell to ony. 
Conceal yoursel as weel 's ye can 

Frae critical dissection ; 
But keek through every other man 

Wi' sharpen'd slee inspection. 

The sacred lowe o* weel-placed love. 

Luxuriantly indulge it ; 
But never tempt the illicit rove. 

Though naething should divulge it : 
I wave the quantum o' the sin. 

The hazard of concealing ; 
But O ! it hardens a* within. 

And petrifies the feeling ! 

To catch dame Fortune's golden «mile^ 

Assiduous w^t upon her ; 
And gather gear by every wile 

That 's justified by honour ; 
Not for to hide it in a hedge. 

Nor for a train attendant ; 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of being Inde^ikdeuX.. 





Tlie grett Ciaior to rcfcre. 

Must sore beoone tbe creatsre; 
B«t 8tm the ^naArngtmaX farticv. 

And ev'n Uie rigid fiotare : 
Yet ne'er with wits profime to nage. 

Be compbifBBMy fnrtmded ; 
An athasTs langfa '« a poorexdiaoge 

For Deitj oflfended ! 

When ranting nmnd in Pleasure's ring. 

Religion may be blinded ; 
Or if she gie a random sting. 

It may be little minded ; 
But when on life we 're tempest-driven, 

A conscience but a canker — 
A correspondence fix*d wi* Heaven 

Is sure a noble anchor ! 

Adieu, dear amiable youth i 

Your heart can ne'er be wanting ; 
May prudence, fortitude, and truth. 

Erect your brow undaunting ! 
In ploughman phrase, ' God send you speed,' ' 

Still daily to grow wiser ! 
And may you better reck the rede, . 

Than ever d\dlYvt«ATfifex\ 
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TO A MOUSE, 

ON TURNING HER UP IN H£R NEST WITH THfi 
PLOUGH^ NOVEMBER^ 1785. 

Wee, sleekit, cow'rin, tim'rous beastie, 
O, what a panic's in thy breastie ! 
'Fhou needna start awa sae hasty 

Wi' bickering brattle ! 
I wad be laith to rin an* chase thee 

Wi* murdering pattle. 

I *m truly sorry man's dominion 
Has broken Nature's social union, 
An* justifies that ill opinion 

Which makes thee startle 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion. 

An' fellow-mortal. 

I doubtna, whyles, but thou may thieve : 
What then ? poor beastie, thou maun live ! 
A daimen-icker in a thrave 

'S a sma' request : 
1 11 get a blessing wi' the lave. 

And never miss 't! 

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin ! 
Its silly wa's the win's are strewin ; 
An' naething, now, to big a new anc 

O' foggage green ! 
An' bleak December's winds ensuiu, 

Bidth snell an' kefn ! 
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Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste. 
An' weary winter comin fast. 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast. 

Thou thought to dwell. 
Till, crash ! the cruel coulter past 

Out -through thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble ! 
Now thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble. 

But house or bald, 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble. 

An* cranreuch cauld ! 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane. 
In proving foresight may be vain : 
The best laid schemes o' mice an' men 

Gang aft argley. 
An' lea'e us naught but grief an' pain 

For promised joy. 

Still thou art blest, compared wi* me I 
The present only toucheth thee : 
But, och ! I backward cast my ee 

On prospects drear ! 
An' forward, though I canna see, 

I guess an' fear. 




